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To die Honourable 
Sir William Levifon Gomer, Bart. 



sHere is otiekind of Virtue 
P whrch 18 inboTR iti the No- 
S bility, afid ind^d in moil 
I of tbe antietit Families of 
this Nation; they are not apt to in- 
fi4t on the Misfortunes of their Coun- 
trymen. But you. Sir, I may tell it 
you without Flattery, have grafted on 
fhl6fiituf4l CommiferatiQn, and rais'd 
it to a n6blei' Virtue: as you hdVe been 
Vol. VI. G 3 pieas'd 
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7be EpiflU Dedicatory. 

pleasM to honour mc, for a long Time, 
with fome part of your Efteem and your 
good Will; fo in particular, fince the 
late Revolution, you have increas'4 the 
Proofs of your Kindnefs to me; an4 not 
fufFer'd the Difference of Opinions, which 
produce fuch Hatred and Enmity in the . 
brutal Part of human Kind, *to remove 
you from the fettled Bafis of your gopd 
I^ature and good Senfe. This Noble- 
ncfs of yours, had it been excrcis'd oa 
an Enemy, had certainly been a point of 
Honour, and as. fuch \ might have jjuft- 
ly recommended it to the World : But 
that ofConftancy to your former Choice, 
and*the Purfuance of your firft Favours, 
are Virtues not over-common amongft: 
Englijhmen. AW things of Honour have, 
at beft,fomewhatofOftentationin them, 
and Self-love ; there is a Pride of doing 
more than is expected* from us, and 
more than others would have done. But 

ta 
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to proceed in the fame Track of Good- 
ncfs, Favour and Proiedtion, is to fhcw 
that a Man is aded by a thorough Prin- 
ciple : It carries fomewhat of Tender- 
nefs in it, which is Humanity in a he- 
roical Degree ; *tis a kind of unmovea- 
ble good Nature 5 , a Word which i$^ 
commonly defpis'd, becaufe it is fo fel- 
dom prjftis'd. But after all, 'tis the 
moft generous^ yiiftue, oppos'd to the 
poft degenerate Vice, which is that of 
Jki^ggednefs and Harlhnefs to our Fcl- 
loAv-Qreatwres. : ■ '^ 

'Tjs upon* this Knowledge of you, 
Sir, that I have chofen you, with your 
t^crmiffion, to be the Patron of this 
Poem. , Ai)d, ^ fince this wonderful 
Revolution, I h^^ve begvrn witTi the b"cll 
pattern of Humanity^ the Earl of Lei" 
(ejier^ . 1 fliajl continue to follow the 
^me Method, in all to whom I (hall 
addrefs^ and endeavour to pitch on 
G 4 fucK 
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fuch Ghly, as have been p\bia'd to oWn 

xiie in Ihii Ruin c# my ffihall Fortuft* ; 

whp, thb' tktywc ef* ji coiitrdfy O^- 

nipn thfcmftlv^s, yet blame not me fdr 

adhcHng to a loft Caufc ; and judging 

for my fclf, what I cannot chufe but 

judjge, fo long ds t am a patient Sufferer, 

And no Difttither of the Government. 

Which, if it b6 a fcvere Penance, as a 

great Wit has toM the World, 'tis ac 

leaft enjoinMmeby iny felf: And Sanih 

Pan fa, as much Fool ias I, Was ob^k^d 

to difcipHne his Body no ftfther than 

he found he cduld enduiit the Siniirt. 

VoU fee. Sir, 1 i.th hot entertalniftg 
you like Ovid, with k kment&ble £- 
|>iftle frotp PdfifUSil hfftt ho tiiOte 
than I (ian^aflly urfdergo ; stfid ib Idlig 
as I erijoy toy Liberty, which is thi 
&irth>Right df an kHgUJh Man, the 
reft Ihall iievfei: go near thy Heatt. the 
merry Philolbpher is more to oiy Hu- 
mour 
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mour than the melancholick ; and I 
find no Difpofition in my felf to cry, 
while the mad World is daily fupplying 
me with fuch Occafions o£ Laughter. 
The more redfonable fort of my Coun* 
trymen have (hewn fo much Favour 
to this Piece, that they give me no 
Doubt of their Protection for the fu- 
ture. 

As you. Sir, have been plcas'd to fol- 
low the Bxample of their Goodnefs, in 
favouring me j fo give me leave to fay 
that I follow yours, m this Dedication 
to a Perfon of a different Perfuafion. 
Tbo* I muft confefs withal, that I have 
had a former Encouragement (torn you 
fbi* this Addrefs} and the warm Remem- 
brainoe of your noble Hdfpitality tome 
at Trentbam^ when fome Years ago I 
vifited thy Friends and Relations in your 
Country, has ever fince given me a vio- 
lent Temptation to this Boldnefs. 

G 5 Til 
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.. 'Tis true, were this Comedy wholly 
mine, I flbould call it a Trifle, and per- 
haps not think it worth your Patro- 
nage \ but when the Names of Plautus 
and Moliere are joined in It, that is, the 
two greateft Names of ancient and mo- 
dern Comedy, I muft not prefume fo 
far on their Reputation, to think their 
bcft and mod unqueftion*d Produdions 
can be term'd little. I will not give 
you the Trouble of acquainting you 
what I have added, or alter'd in either 
of them, fo much, it may be, for the 
worfej but only that the Diffe- 
rence of our Stage from the Reman 
and the French did fo requite it. ^B^ut 
lam afraid, for my own Intereft, ;hc 
World will too eafily difcover, that more 
than half of it is mine; and that the 
reft is rather a lame Imitation of their 
Excellencies, than a juft Tran^ation. 
'Tis enough, that the Reader know 

by 
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\y you, that I neither dcfcrve, nor 
4cfire any Applaufe from it : If I have 
performed any thing, 'tis the Genius 
pf my Authors that infpir'd me; and 
^if it has pleased in Reprefentation, let 
the.Adlors (hare the Praife amongft 
themfclves. As for Plautus and 
Moliere^ they are dangerous People; 
and I am too weak a Gamefler to put 
my felf into their Form of Play J But 
what has been wanting on my Part, 
has been abundantly fupplied by the 
excellent Compofition of Mr. Purcelh, 
in whofe Perfon we have at length 
found an Englijhman^ equal with the 
beft abroad. At lead my Opinion of 
liim has been fuch, fince his happy 
and judicious Performances in the late 
Opera ; and the Experience I have had 
of him, in the fetting my three Songs 
for this Amphitryon: To all which, 
and particularly to the Compofition of 
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the Paftoral Dialogue^ die numcroiis 
Chdir of fair Ladies gave Co juft an 
Applaufe on the third Day. I am 
only forry, for my own fake, that 
there was one Scar wanting, as beau- 
tiful as aiiy in our Hemlfpherej that' 
young Bererticey ^Vho is mifimploying 
all her Charms on ftupid Country 
Souls, that can never know the Va- 
lue of them ; and lofing the triumphs, 
which are ready prepar'd for her in 
the Court and Town. And yet I 
know not whether 1 am fo much a 
Lofcr by her Abfence j for I have 
Reafon to apprehend the Sharpnefs of 
her Judgment, if it were not allay'd 
with the Sweetneis of her Nature j 
and after all, I fear flie may come 
time enough to difcover a thoufand 
Imperfections in my Play, which might 
have pafs'd On vulgar Undcrftandings. 
Be plcas'd to ufe the Authority of a 

Father 
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Father over her, on my behalf: en* 
join her to keep her own Thoughts of 
Jimphitryon to her felf ; or at Icaft not 
to compare him too ftridlly with il/p- 
liere^^. 'Tis true, I have an Intereft 
in this Parxiality df hers : but withal, 
I plead fome fort of Merit for it^ in 
being fb paHicularly, as I am. 



SIR, 

Tour moji Obedient^ 

08oh. 24. 
1690. 

Humbk Servant^ 



John Dryden* 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

THE lah^ringBeey nxjhin hU Jharp Sting is goney 
Forgets his golden Work, and turns a Drone : 
Such is a Sat trey ^vahenyou take atvay 
That Rage, in which his noble Vigour iay» 
What gain you, hy not fuffering him to teizeye ? 
He neither can offend you nonv, nor flea/eye, 
*The Honey-Bag, and Venom, lay fo near, 
nat both, together, you refolv^d to tear ; 
And lojl your Pleafure to fecure your Fear. 
Honv can hefiow his Manhood, if you bind him 
'^0 box, li^e BoySf '<with one Hand tfd behind him f 
This is plain le^velling of Wit ; in tvhich 
The Poor has all tlP Ad<vantage, not the Rich, 
The Blockhead ftands excused, for ^wanting Senfe ; 
And Wits turn Blockheads in their o=wn Defence* 
Tet, the* tht Stagers Traffick is undone. 
Still Julian' J interloping Trade goes on : 
Tho^ Satire on the Theatre you fmother. 
Yet in Lampoons you libel one another. 
The firji produces, Jiill, afecdndjig', 
Tou whip ^em out, like School-Boys,' till they gig : 
And, nvith the fame Saccefs, *ive Readers guefsi 
For e<v^ry one jhll dnjjindks to a lefs. 
And much good Malice is fo meafily drefi. 
That ive wGud laugh, hut cannot find the Jefl^ 
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O G U E. 

If no Rage can flay. 

Let n t the Fray. 

^beir ifrom War\ 

'*Tis Hi u; upon the Fair. 

What Fame exfeSi you from fo nuan a Prize? 

We <wsar no murdering Weapons, hut our Eyes. 

Our S^x'f you khoiv, ^was after yours defigtidr 

^he laft Perfeaion of the Makers Mind: 

Hgaii'n drenu out all the Gold for us, and left your 

Drofs behind. 
Beauty, for Valour's heft Renjuard, he chofe % 
Peace, after War ; and after Toil, Repofe, 
Hence ye Profane, excluded from our Sights i 
And, cbarnCdiy Day, ivith Honour's ^vain Delights, 
Go, make jour heft offolitafy Nights. 
Recant betimes, ^tis Prudence tofiibmitl 
Our Sex is ftill your 0<ver-match in Wit : 
We never fail, nvith new, fticceftful Arts, 
5i make fine Fools of you, and all your Parts. 



\ 




Dramatic 



,y Google 



Dramatis Perfon«. 

MEN. 



JiryiTiR, 


Mr. SettMm^ 


tdnKCVKT, 


Mr. Lee. 


Phoebv8» 


Mr. Bowman. 


Ampuitrtois 


Mr. miUams. 


SOSIA, 


Mr.Ncies. 


Gripus, 


Mr. Sandford. 


P0LXDA8» 


Mr. ^ry;^^/. 


TtA^lO, 


Mr. Sowen. 


WOMEN. 


Alcmena, 


Mrs. J?tfr/^.' 


Pir^DRAy 


Mrs. MoMHtfird. 


Bromia, 


Mrs. Cat^x* 


Nl€HT, 


Mrs.«£ir/i!fr. 


SCENE, 


THEBES. 
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AMPHITRYON, 

OR T H £ 

7u;o S O S I A'S. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

Mercury and Phoebus defcend in feveral 
MatUnes. 



\ 



P H Ol B V •• 

N O W )rou iHe Kta&m of this pitfan 

Summons ? 
*Ti8 neither Cottndl-chx, nor is this Hea- 

I What Bafiucfs has our Jufiter on Earth ? 

R Why more at 7]&*^« than kny other Place/ 
And why we two of all the Herd of Gods 
Att iSkoieti eiiit to ineet him in Goftfult ? 
They cOl liie God 6f Wiidcim ; 
Uttt Mars and ^Vf^, the twoff^dls of Hci«r*ii, 
Whoft Wit lietf in thfcir Aikyil aild their Swdrd^ 
Know Mas much as I. 

Merc, 
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t62 Amphithy o"n, 

' Merf. And Vemtsmzy know more than both of us. 
For 'tis fomc Petticoat Affair, I guefg. 

I have difchargM my Duty ; which was to fumtnon 
tou, Phabusi wc fhall know more anon, when the 
Thunderer comes down. 'Tis our Part to obey our Fa- 
ther ; for, to confefs the Truth, we two are little better 
than Sons of Harlots : and if Jupiter had not been t)ka£'d 
to take a little Pains with our Mothers, inilead of being 
Gods, we might have been a coupk of Link-Boys. 

Phceb. But Know you nothing farther, Hermes ? what 
News in Court ? 

Merc. There h^s been a devilifti Quarrel, I can tell 
you, between Jupiter and Juho : Ihe threatened to fue 
him in the Spiritual Court, for fome Matrimonial O- 
miifions ; and he ftood upon his Prerogative.* Then ihc 
hit him in the Teeth of^ his Baftards ,• and your Name 
and^ mine were us'd with lefs Reverence than became 
our Godfhips. They were both in tlieir Cups ; and at 
laft the Matter "grew fo high, that they were ready tO 
have thrown Stars at one another's Heads. 

PI?a?h' 'Twas' happy for me that J was at my Vocati- 
on, driving Day-light about the World ; but I had ra- 
,ther (land my Father's Thunderbolts, than my Step- 
Mother's Railing. 

Merc, When the Tongue-battle was over, and the 
Championcfs had hamefs'd her Peacocks, to go for Sa- 
mos, and hear the Prayers that were made to her - 

Phceb, By the way, her Worlhippers had a bad Time 
on't ; fhe was in a damnable Humour for>ecei\ting- Peti- 
tions 

Merc. Jupiter immediately beckons me aiidc i and 
charges me, that as foon as ever you had fet up your 
Horles, you and I Ihou'd meet him here at Thebes : 
now, putting the Premifes together, as dark as it is, 
methinks I begin to fee Day-light. 

Pha?b. As plain as one of my own Beams; fhe has 
made him uneafv at home, and he is going to feek his 
Diverfion abroad : I fee Heav'n it felf is no privileg'^ 
Place for Happinefs, if a Man muft carry his Wife 
along with him. 

Merc^^ 
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Merc. 'Tis neither better nor worfe, ujpon my Coa- 
fcience \ he is weary of hunting in the fpacious Foreft 
of a Wife, and is following, his Game inc^ito^ in fomc 
little Purlieu here at Theha ; tha^s many an honcft Man's 
<:afe on Earfh too, Jw$ help *em, as indeed he does 
to make 'em Cuckolds. 

Fbctb, But if fo. Mercury, then I, who am a Poet, 
muft indite his Love-Letter ; and you, who arc by 
Trade a Porter, mufl: convey it. 

Merc, No more, he's coming down fowfe upon us, 
and hears as far as he can fee too ; he*s plaguy hot upon 
the BufinefsJ know it by his hard Driving. \]\x^.defcendi, 

J up. What, you are defcanting upon my AdUons ? 
Much good may do you with your Politicks : 
AU Subjeds will be cenfuring their Kings. 
Well, I confcfs I am in Love i what then ^ 

Phah, Some Mortal, we prefume, of Cmdmui' Blood : 
Some Thehan Beauty i fome new SemeUt 
Or fome Eurofa. • 

Merc. I'll lay that for my Father, he's oonfbnt to a 
handfome Family : he knows when they have a good 
Smack ^ with 'em j and fnuffs up Incenic fo (avourily, 
when 'tis offcr'd him by a fair Hand. 

Jup. Well, my familiar Sons, this (aucy Carriagei 
I We cfeferv'd; for he who trufls a Secret, - 
Makes his own Man his Mailer. 
I read your Thoughts ; 
Therefere you may as fafely fpeak as think. 

Merc, Mine was a very homely Thought ; I was con- 
iidering into what Form your Almighty (hip would be 
pleas'd to transform your felf to Night ; whether yo^x 
wou'd fornicate in the Shape of a Bull, er a Ram, or aa 
Eagle, or a Swan : what 6ird or Beaft you wou'd pleafc 
to honour, by tran(grefling your own Laws, in his Like- 
nefs; or in (hort, whether you wou'd recreate your felf 
in Feathers, or in Leather. 

PbauB, Any Difguife to hide the Kii^ of Gods. 

yup. I know your Malice. Phaehusy you wou'd fkj 
That when a Monarch fins, it fhould be fecret i 
To keep exteriour Show of Sandity i 

Maintain 
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Matht&iii ReTp^a, ttid cbver bad Eiacmple : 
Tot Kings stid Piiefts are in a mamner hovttid 
FbT RtvetetiCt ikke to be dofe Hyipactitts, 

Ph€tb. But what necfeffitatcs you to this I^ove, 
WMch yoii confcis a Griftie, aiid yet coifamit ? 
For to be fecret makes not Sin the lefs : 
'Tis only hidden froiti the vulg^ VieW : 
Ulaititains, indeed^ the Reverence dtie to Princes, 
But not abiblves the Confcience horn the Crime. 

Jup. I IbVe, beotufe ^mzM ih the Fates I fliouM. 

Phctb. With Revereticc be it fpoke, a bad Excufe : 
Thus every wicked Aft in Heat'n or Earth, 
May make the fanie 1>elence. But what is Fate ? 
Is it a blind Contingencc of Events ? 
Or fure Neceffity of Caufes lihkM, 
That mufl produce Effeas •? Or is't a Pow'r 
That ordefs all things by fuperior Will, 
Forefees his Work, and ^o/tks in that ForefigHt f 

Jup: Fate is, what I 
By virtue 6f Oinnipotence have made It : 
And PoWr Omnipotent can do no Wrong : 
Not to my felf, becaufe I will it fo ; 
Nor yet to Men, for what they ait iff mine 
This Night I will enjoy Amphitfytm'% Wife : 
For, when I mide her, I decreed her ibch' • 
As I (hou*d jpleafe to love. I wrbiw; n6t hifli 
Whofe Wife ihe is; for I refervM my Right, 
To have her while (he pleas'd me 5 that ohte paft, 
She fhall be his again. 

Merc. Herb's Omnipotence with a Vengeance, to m^6 
a Man a Cuckold, and yet not to do him. Wrong Theift 
I find, Father Jupiter^ that when ydu made Fate, yoU 
had the Wit to contrive a Holyday for your fdf ncJW and 
then. For you Kings never enad a Law, but you hav6 
A kind of an Eye to yotw own Prerogative. 

Fhab. If there benofuch thingas -Right atid Wrong 
Of an Eternal Being* t have doae ■' » ' - ■ ■- 
But if there be— 

Jup. Peace, thoudifputing F06I : 
l-cam this; if thou couldft cortiprchead taj V^ip, 

Theft 
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fhffL diou wcrt y^i, not I: vet, thut far h»ow. 
That, fx the Gcxxi of l^mnan hjxdf tkis Night 
I ihall b<e^ 9 foture ihuuUsi 
Who ihful ftdreis the Wrongi of iajurM Mortals, 
Shall conquer Monftcrs^ an4 re&rai the World. 

Mnc. Ay, Brother fhaiffs } and ppr Father niade all 
thoie lyfonl^n for Hettulis to cfmqppr, and contriv*d all 
thoTe Vicei on purpoie f<v him to x^tm too, tlme^ the 
Jcft on't. 

Pbcfb. %cp Aibitmiy PowV wfll hwr 110 Reaibfi/Ms 
Wifdom to \^ ii|efif« > 

jlf^rt*. W)iy tlu»t's tl^ Point; this (anie Arbitr^i^r 
Power is a ]piock-down Aigroent ^tis hot a Word and 
a Blow: p^w methinks our father (pta^ out like an 
honeft barefaced pod» as he is i he ]^yf 4e Stnsft in the 
right Place, imn al^fidnte Dopinipn : J con&Is if he 
Jwd h^i^ a M^, he mig^ We freen a Tyrant, if his 
Subj^ dmA h^^ e^'d i&n to Accpont. B»t you. Bro- 
ther Pifori^f are b^ s^ xnere Cpontnr Qqit^em^p, that 
never cemes to Cowt i tl)^ mp^ft)^ all Day Anriarfe- 
back, n^f^Mpi Vifits aopot the Wjorl4 i are ilrin)dng all 
Night', and m y^^r Cu|ps ai9e iiiU railing at the iGo- 
vpo^ipent. O tlieie I'atnots, the^ bnwpJun Patriots, 
fifp a Ypxf filly Sort of Aninj^ ' 

Jif. My iifeijent Purpofe aj^4 PptigD you bearda 
T' en|oy ^ntfAiftyw^* Wife, the rair Jlcmewa : 
Vp^ pi^p mufi be fuJ^rvifEfit to n^y Jjxvc. 

il^rc [to Pif€tbus^i No more of yppr GffiniMrtQniajn 
Morals, Brother i there's Prefti^ffiejpt cpsaing, be ad- 
vi»M, and pnnp dutlMly. 

71^. Jmpbiiiyon» the brave Y)#^#^ QeWfl, 
Has overcome his Con^try's Foes in Fight ; 
And in a fingle Duel flain thieir King ; 
His pojg^ii^ring Tnx^s are eager pn their March 
Returning home; while their yoiMig Gener^^ 
More eao^ to Kvie^ his beauteous Wife, 
Pofts on- Eefore, ^ing'd with impetuoos Love, 
And, by to Morrow J>awn, wiu reach this Town. 

Mere. Tbaf'§ b,i^ ftort Warning, Father Ji4pitir : hav^ 
ing made no j^rnjer A4vai)fie8 oTCpurttbip to her, you 

kive 
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i66 Amphitryok. 

have need of your Omnipotence, and all your Godflup, 
if you mean to be beforehand with him. 

Phofh. Then how are we to be employ'd this Evening ? 
Time's precious* and thefe Summer Nights are fhort; 



I muft be early up to light the World. 

Jttp. You (hall not rife ; there fhail be no to Morrow. 

Merc. Then the World's to be at an End, I find. 

Phab.' Or elfe a Gap in Nature, of a. Day. 

Jup. A Day will be well loft to bufy Man : 
Night (hall continue Sleep, and Qare ihall ceafc. 
So, many Men fhall live, and live in Peace,. 
Whom Sunfliine had betray'd to envious Sight,. 
And Sieht to fudden Rage, and Rage to Death. 
Now, I will have a Night for Love and me i 
A long luxurious Night, fit for a God 
To quench and empty his immortal Heat. 

Merc, I'll lay on the Woman's fide for alT that f th^t (he 
ihall love longeft to Night, in fpite of your Onmipotencr« 

Phceb, I ihall be curs'd by all die laboring Trades,. 
That early rife : but you muft be obey'd. 
I Jup» No matter for the cheating Part of Man ; 
They have a Day*s Sin lefs to anlwer for. 

Phah. When wou'd you have me wake ? [finifh'd». 

Jup, Why, when Jove goes to fleep : when I have 
Your Brother Mercury fhall bring you Word. 

[£jf// Phoebus on his Chariot.. 

[To Mere.'] l^ow. Her mesy I nmlk tike Jmphittyon^ 
T* enjoy his Wife : '[Form^ 

Thou muft be So/tay this Jmphitryon^s Slave; 
Who, all this Night, is tnytUimg to Thebes^ 
To tell Jlcmena other Lord's Approach i 
And brings her joyful News of ViAory. 

Merc. But why muft I be Sofia^ 

Jup. Dull God of Wit, thou Statue of thy Iclff! 
Thou muft be ^ofiay to keep out ^ofia : 
Who, by his Entrance, might difcover Jove,, 
Difturb my Pleafures, raife unruly Noife, 
And fo diflrad Alcmends tender Soul, 
She wou'd not meet my Warmth, when I diilblve 
Into her Lap, nor give-down half hor Love;. 

Me9i$^ 
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Merc. Let me alone ; 1*11 cudgel him awaf : 
But I abhor fo villainous a Shape. 

yuf. Take it ; 1 charge thee on thy Duty, take it: 
Nor dare to lay it down, till I command. 
I cannot bear a Moment's Lofs of Joy. 

Night appears above in a Chariot* 
Look up^ the Night is in her filcnt Chariot ; 
And rollmg juft o'er TMes : bid her drive flowlyir 
C^ make a double Turn abottt the World; 
While I drop Jove, and take AmphitryoiCz Dreis, 
To be the greater, while I feem the lefi. [Ex. Jupv 

Merc, [to Night. 1 Madam Ni^^ a good £ven to you v 
&ir and foftly, I bcTeech you. Madam : I have a Word 
or two to you, from no lefs a God than y«/i/fr. 

Night. O my nimblc-fingcr'd God of Theft, what 
makes you here on Earth, at this unfeafonable Hour ? 
what Banker's Shop is to be broke open to Night ? or 
what Clippers, and Coiners* and Confpi£ators,have been 
invoking your Deity for their Ailiftance ? 

Merc. Faith none of theie Enormities s and yet I am 
ftill in my Vocation : for you know I am a Jack of 
all Trades : at a Word, Jupiter is indulging his Genius 
to Night, with a certain noble Sort of Recreation, call*d 
Wenching : The Truth on't is» Adultery is its proper 
Name. 
. Night. Jufiitr wou'd do well to ftick to his Wife Juno. 

, Merc, He has been marry *d to her above thefe Hundred 
Years : and that's long enough in Confcienoe to ftick to 
ea& Wom^ft. 

Night. She's his Siiler too, as well as his Wife ; that^ls 
a double Tye of AffedUon to her. 

Merc. Nay, if he made bold with his own Flefh and 
Blood, ^tis likely he will not fpare his Neighbours. 

Night. If I were his Wife, I would raife a Rebellion 
againil him, for the Violation of my Bed. 

Merc. Thou art mi^ken. Old Night : his Wife cou'd 
raiie no Fadion : all the Deities ia Heaven wou'd take the 
Part of the Cuckold-making G«l ; for they are all dven 
to the Flefh moft damnably. Nay, the very Goddeifes 
WQo^'d ftickk iii tho Caufe of Love^ 'tis the way to be 

popular 
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pojpular to whore and love. For what doft |hou dilnk 
old Saturn wa6 deposM, but that he w^s cold apd impo- 
^nt;and made no Court to the fiur Ladies? Pal/as and 
7»ff0 themifelyes, as chafle as they are, cry'd Shame pp 
him. I fay unto thee, OtJ Nighty Woe be to ^^Mo- 
narch that 'has not the \Vbni^n on his Side. 

Night, Then' by youriluje. Mercury ^ a King who 
wou'd livehappily, friuft debauch his whole Nadoft c^ 
\^omen. ^ 

Mire. As far as his ready Money wiH go, I mean ; "for 
jfufiter himfelf can^t pleale all qf *em: But this is htAic. 
^y prefent Commiffibn ; he has fenp me to w:Hl and re- 

guilt you to makea Twinging long Night fpr him :Jor 
i hates to be ftinted in h& Plrafiires. 
Iffghp, Tell hliji plainly, I'll r^i rfier lay down m^ Com* 
ini^on : what, w6uM lie make a ^awd of me ? , 

^erc. Poor Ignorant! why he meant thee |br^ Bayt^d 
lyljen he firft ma^de thee. What are ^ou good for, but 



to be a Baw4 ? Is not 'Dayjight fetter forMan^d', I 

y other Ule; but only for Love and For- 

haft been a Bawd \po, a reverend, pri- 

J^wd/frpm t|ic^rftIf6ur'of thy Crok- 

be laud4)le A^ons of Lqve have been 

ithyKfafttfe. PPythee ^ what doft 

t thou art worfliipp^d^ ' ^ ' 

f^igk^* Why, for m^ §tars ^1^4 Moonfhine. 

Ifer^. Th^t is, for l^oldiilga Ganffle to Infquity : but 

e^Hnty were put out, thou wdu'dfl *be doubly worfliipr^ 
y the willing baftifuf Virgins. 
Ntghj^ Then for my C^iet, anjfl |hQ S\^eetnefs of my 
Sleep. 

-Mirrr. No, for thy fvycet Waking all the Night : for 
Sleep comes notu|>oti Lovers till itho|i art i^nifhM. 

Nighty But it^ll>e ^gainft Nature, to ^tiake a long 
Winter's Night at Ntidftmnier. 

J^frc. Trouble not yov^•felf for that : Phcthus is ordered 
^o make a (hort Siimi^er's Day to ^ono^ : fo in four 
^d twenQ^ Hours all will be at Riglits again. 

Ni^ht. Well, I am edified bv yofur Dircourfe ; and my 
Cpmfort is, tk^t whatever Wor|t ]» made, X fee nothing. 

Mire. 
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Jikre. About yoUf IMtak Aen : fat ? %Qkc into 

«i4ii)e I j^vfrWf ]MtiieHaiMCafaaQrvaig.Mi» 

4rfon. ' Good Niglit, Night. 
N^i UfSmikftU^y^iter: Pcttwd Meumrf. 

SCENE IL AfliphilvymV/abi*. 

JU. Wlir5fffi#I|M»y'd tadttMtiil kvel 

FoTy had he been iadifieient to my Choiet, 

jy^lm^hrnhmi, iUs6»e&hidboBnPittfiiift 

]to BOW Ifwtfatm^ JmtfMttymft life : 
M \tmt^ JHf rm^ luid tear fiom War, 
I am amidft an Hefl of armed Foes : 
SoibdMigall jiii Qww* fiiea^ wjik hts Woimday 
And if he falls (which O ye Gods avert) 
Am in Jmpkiffym <biaf woitM Iwmn idme« 
And he wine kga^ i fe mifl^ we chaef e our Faie* ; 
That he laight grieve &r ne^aad I m^t dk for hwi { 
j?«/#r Pbaodia, rtmrng. 

Vh^d. Good News, ^Mi Neivi^ Madam^ O fuck' 
admirable Nfews, that if I kep|^ k in- a Mommt^ I 
ihott*d bwrfl wi^ it r 

Mc. Is it from the Army ^ 
.. Fb^* Momitttat. 

Ak. From AmphittfM f^ 

Pb^d. No matter^ neither. 

^, Aiiiw^ n^ 1 chaiipr thee* if thy good News be 
aay thing rcdariog to my Ltnd : if it be, affine thy ielf 
utfa&ewacd. 

f^i&^i/. Ay, Madam, aow yoa fiiy £Nnethiii| to the 
lilatter: yoii kaawthe Bufiaeis of a poor Waitmg-wo* 
man, here upon Earth, is to be fcraping up ibmething 
Wffi^a& a laiDy Dty, £al^d^ie D;F|rof h£irria|(e ; every 
joae in our <iw« Vocation : bat what Matter is it to mcr 
if my Lord has sout(4 ^ £iiemy» if i get (U^thing of 
deir Spoils ? 

Vol. VI. H Ah. 
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^/c, 8ay> h my Lord v^orioas ? 

Pkad. Why, he is vi^orioos ; . indeed I prayM de- 
voutly to Jt^ir for a Viftwy; ly the feme Token, 
that you ihou'd give-B» ten Pieces <» Gold, if I brc^ht 
you News of it. • /. 

JU. They arethinea fuppofing he be &fe too. 

PJ!;ad. Nay, that*s anewBari^ ; fori vow^d to yu- 
pitir, that then yoo flxmld eive me ten Pieces more : but 
I do undertake for my Loid's Safety i ^you will pleafe 
to difcharge hit.Godfhip Ju^Ur of the Debt^ and take 
it upon YOU to pay. 

AU. when hcreturns in Safety, ympiter and I will 
pay your Vow. 

Phied. And I am fore I articled wHh JmfUir^ diat if 
I brought you Newls, that my Lord was upon Return, 
you ihould erant me one fmall FaTOor m<»re, that will 
coil yon nothing* 

AU'^ Make Hafte, thou Tortmer ; is my Amfbitrym 
«pon Return? 

Pb4t4, Promife me that I ihall be your <BedfeHow to ' 
Night, as I have been ever finoe my Lent^s Abfence,— 
tmlefs I ihall be oleasM to releafe yon of vour Wofd. 

Ale. That's a fmall Requeft, 'tis granted. 

Phad. But fwear by Jt^Uir. 

Ale. But why by Jufiterf 

Phad. Becaufe ht^s thegreateft : I hate to deal with 
one of your little baffling Gods that can do nothing, but 
by Permiffion : but Jnfitir can fwindge you off, u you 
fwaar by him, and are forfwom. 

Ak. I fweaf by Jupiter. 

Ph^ed. Then I blelieve he is vidlorious, and I know 
he is fafe : fof I look'd through the Key-hok, and few 
him knocking at the Gate ; and I had the Confdoict 
to let him cciol his Heels there. 

Ale. And wou'dil thou not open to him ? Oh tibott 
Tiaitiefs ! 

Ph€ed. No, I was a little wifer : I left Sofia's Wife to 
let him in : for I was refolvkl to bring the News, and 
make my Pennyworths out of him, as Time fhall fliow. 

Entir 

Digitized by Google 



Am p h I t R y o^. 171 

£iK^ Jufttter, in tteSiafe of Am^tryoR, iwth Sofia'x 
iF^, Bromia. He kijij ami enthrals Akmena. 

yup. O let me live £at ever on thofc Lips 1 
The Nedar of the Gods to thefe is tadekTs. 
I fwear, that were I JiAiUr^ this Night 
I wou'd renounce mv Heaven, to be Amfbitryw^ 

Ale. Then not to Iwear beneath AmphitryQiC% Oathj 
(Forgive me> Jwio^ if I am pro&ne) 
I (wear, I wou'd be what I am this Night; 
And be Akmemaj rather than be Jun; 

Brem. Good my Lord, what's become of my poor 
BedfelleWy your Man Sojiu f you keep fuch a Billing 
and Colling here» to fet one's Month a watrn^ : what» 
I bcf^ tho' I am apoor Woman* I have a Hdband as 
well as my Lady ; and ihou'd be as glad as fhe, of a 
litde hondl Recreation. 

Pbad, And what have you done with your old Friend, 
and my old Sweetheart, Judge Gtiipm ^ has he brought 
me home a cramm'd Pune that fwells with Bribes ? if 
he be rich, I'll make him wdcome» like an honourable 
Magiftrate : but if he has not had the Wit to fell JjiiHce, 
he judges no Caufes in my Court, I warrant him. 

Ah. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Battel ? 
Is ntbes vidlorious, are our Foes del&oy'd ? 
Por BOW I find yoa iafe, I Aiou'd be glad 
To hear you were in Danger. 

J up. \Afide.\ A Man had need be a God^ to fbmd the 
Fury of three talking Women ! I diink in my Con- 
fcience I made their Tongues of Thunder. 

Brom. \?Mnghim^ mu Side.] I aik'd the firfl Que- 
ftion: aniwerme, my Lord. 

Pbad. \Fullinghim on f other Side.] Peace, mine's 
a Lover, and yours but a Hulband ; and my Judge i$ 
my Lord toe ; the Title fhall take Phice, and I will be 
amwer'd. 

Jup. Sofia is fafe : Gripus is rich : both coming : 
I rode before 'em, with a Lover's Hafte— — * IJJtde, 
Was e'er poor God fo worry'd ? but for my Love, 
I wifli I were in Heav'n again with Juno. 
Ale. Then I, it feems, am laft to be regarded ? 

Hz 7^^ 
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Have fnatckM their htSmen firft : d»^ ivdl tie Itesud y 
Avd fi»efy 7«« woa'4 never aafwer fttyr 
That Wonum nmde, imt xmfy to be fitcd 
From their efeenud Noiie: ttdfee Ittfte td Bed: 
There let Jtte tell n^ Story, in iky Atm i 
There, in the jgpn^ fmks of «sr L)9«ie» 
JBetwixt Our Dyings, at v^ lite sfsun. 
Thou (hah be told tile Battel, Iftid Su^seA : 
W^hidi I ihall oft begin, ittd tk6H hmk oSi 
For Love wiM oftsa int^mpt my T^, 
An^ »ak« fb fWctt Confuion in o«r Ti^k, 
That thoo ftak mik, and I &aU aiifv« ^^^^^^ 
That ftnnot ofaHeoe$ bittpafdird wkh Kiik§^ 
And Sfghs, ad NfunOuis, mid ittpeifta SpiMcli ; 
And Nonienfe ihall be eloquent, kt Ldvt. 

iMs Abfence is a great Ptiend to bs poor ntj^e^ei 
Wives ; it makes os tasm agftifi. 

Ak. I am the Pod of Love; mti fifid wklun iae 
The Fondnds of a Bridt, witliMtthe Fetfr. 
My whole Defires atnd Wiihes ai^ in yon. 

Phitd. [AfideJ] My L^y's Eyes are phikhig to Bed- 
^ard too ; now is fhe to look \trf ikepy,€oiiirteH^ftins 
Yawning, but Aie fl^ ait me Leave Mk. 

Ah, Great Junoy thou K^tofe hoiy QbC preMss 
Over the Naptial Bed, p^ur all thy fileifili|6 
Qti this au^icions Ni^t. 

Jup, Juno may pudge ; ftar (he inay f«ar a Riyal 
In thofe bright Byes : but JnfHtr Will grant. 
And doubly blefs this Night. 

Phitd, [Jfide.] But fnfififr ihou'd tdk. mf Leave 
firft, were he here m iWon. 

^j^. Bromia^ prepitfe the Bed. : 
The tedious Journey has difpos'd my Lord 
To feek his tiedlful Keft* [Exit Btomia. 

Phad. 'Tis very true. Madam; the poor Getideman 
muft needs be w^iy : and therefore, 'twas not ill con- 
triv'd that he muft lie alone to Night, to recruit himielf 
with Sleep, and lay in enough for to Morrow Night, 
wjboi you may keep hiiH waking, ' Jd^^ 
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^ifitid. TJkufi ^fy^ffg'l A Kind of 4PMtti(e» do you 
call it I I lee yo« woa*d ^ior be coming off: I am (uie' 
you fwtite to mp, by JufUer^ Aat I fliouM be your 
fiedfeUowv aad Til «ocui^ y«tt te kim too, the firft 
IVa|»ci i nak«: »mI lii pniy a Pnrpofe too, thst I* 
will, tho* I have not frayM to him tiik fei^aYeaii. 

ftif. 0» (he mdidotts Hiking ! 

jik* I did^mar tndsedy my Lord, 
r 3^2^ F^rimr thy feM* 1 Ibr ^i^//^ but hiig^ 
At Lovers Peijuries. 

il&#dL l%»aioir Bbaaie fi^ kirn ifkedoei : dierr 
wouM be a fine God indeed for us W<micn to worihip^ 
if he hughs when our Sweet- heftfts*<iieat us of our 
Mahlenheads ; no, ai^ J^ifU^r uml htneter^entleQian 
than you make of him; 

Jif. Fa a)l<ai f i» r and mevtA not Me this Nighty 
To lit Ae Mitfer «f the UniMft. 

Mmd. Af^OfhM,! fceyonaiedn Fire: b«t tho- 
Jknkm, MM ImM be tmne^ t» ^kSm^ it, without 
aqrLeavt: poa imnr go to lei, ll||ra&iy;batyoa^iaB 
lee how Heaven wiu IMtj^amr Kit^^s Work, if yxm 
Mf?^«— «- Mme F^ ^me mere Eld^* 



BsMiMr^4f Aw Uadcheady iferoe, Jtv^, Ibofettch 
thee, lend her. 

7ir#.(;4IUSf,|iiQ«r IeooM«ii&my ThtmderteiVTeim' 
BatthatwiRCoicoagAniy ftlfaGol, (nw. 

And then I kft any Lovtl ■ jticmma, icome, 

Sy Heav*n J Ipv^a BekUmoBiV Ftrroar fn ffcee, 
Aslhadne'crenfif^. 

' ' ; flie ma 



And fure he may Mkaft it tf Ibe ^e 

Fi&^ri/. Why cniy Madam^ I am not^milin my Ha* 
tare to poor diftMW Lo^wrs 1 hr it aiay be my owa 
Cafe fin nJLr Oiy : And 'Amekfte, if my iiordpleafti 
to oonfidcr n»— -« 

Juf. Any thing, any tfaing» but naye thy Wiih, and 

IttVC It.— • 

PJfcri- ^, nowyta &y, any thiiq;, any thing} but 
H J 7^ 
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you woa'd tdl me another Story to morrow Monditg^ 
Look you, my Lord, here^s a Hand open to receive ; you 
know the Meaning of it : I am for nothing but the 
Ready — 

Jaf, Thou fhah have all the Treafury of Heav'n. 
£h^J. Yes, when you are Jupiter^ todi^)oic of it* 
Jup. [jijfde.'] I had forgot, andihew'dmy ielf a God ; 
This Lovfe can make a Fool of Jupiter, 

Phad. You have forgot fome Part of the Enemies Spoil 
I warrant you ; I fee a little trilling Diamond upon your 
Finger ; and I am proud enough to think it wou'd be- 
come mine too. 
, J up, [3'aking a Ring off bis flt^tr^ andp'vhgii.l 

Here take it ; 
This is a very Woman s 
Her Sex is Avarice^ and fhe» in one^ 
Js all her Sex. 

Ph^i, Ay, ay, 'tisiK>Matter whst yon&y of us. l^^t 
wouM you have your Money out of t^ Treafury, with- 
out paying the Officers their Fees ? Go, get yon together, 
you nayighty Couple, till you are botht wwy of worry^ 
ng 09 e ano^er, and tbe^i to Morrow Morning I ihidl 
have another Fee ftr partiiig you. 

[Phaodra gaes dut befhrt Alcmcna mi^ m Ligik. 
yup:Wtiynawl am, ijuteed, theLocdof aUi IsSbu^ 
f'or what's to be a God, but to enjoy ? 
Xet Human Kind their Sovereign's Leifure wait; 
Love is, this Night, my ^-eat Affiur of State : 
Let this one Nig^t of Providence be Toid : 
All Jove, for once, is on hiinjfi^em]^0|r'd. 
Let unregarded Altars fmoke in vain } 
And let my Subjedb praife me^ or oonipliift* 
Yet, if betwixt my Intervals of Bti&. 
Some am'rous Youth his Oraifims addrtfs. 
His Pray'r is in a happy Hour ptcfimr'd: 
And when Jow loves, a Lover flttQ be hewpd^ 
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A C T II. S C E N E I. 

jt Night-Scene of a Palaci. 

Sofia ivith a Dark'L€mthorn : Mercury in SofiaV Shafe, 

'witk a Dwrk-Lanthom aifo, 
S^ fX/AS^ot the Devil in my Mafter, to fend mc 
y^ •at this drpsidful dark Night, to biing th« 
Hews of his Vi^ory to my Lady ? and was. not I pof- 
ieft*d witk ten Devils^ fisr sodng <m his Errand, with- 
OQtaConv^ fat th^ Safeguard of my Perfon? Lord» 
bow am I mehrd into Sweat with Fear ! I am diminiih'd 
of my natural Weight, above two Stone : I ihall not 
brmg ha^ f9y £:lr home again, to my poor Wi& and 
Family : I have been in an Ague-Fit, ever fince ihut of 
£vcn«ig^ wj^t with the Fright of Trees by the High- 
«?3)7^, wi4QHJ9ok!d malipioiifly like Thieves, by Moon* 
ihine ; and what with Bulruihes by the River-fide, that. 
ftak*d like Spears, and X^ancesat me. Well I the gieateft 
Plague of a Serving-Man, is to be hir'd to fome great 
Lord ! They care not what Drud^ry they put upon u^,. 
while they lie lolling at their &iea4)ed, and fiietidi 
their laasy Limbs, in Expedation of the Whore whick 
i^e are fetching for them. 

M0f:c. [Jfide,'] He is but a poor Mortal, Aat fufiert 
Ais ! but J, who am a God, am degraded to a Fool- 
I^p : , a; Waitp*, without Doors ; a very civH Employ*- 
aent« for a Deity I . 

. S^f^ The better Sort ^remwiUfay^^li^pott my Honour^ 
at every Word; yet^ 'em for our Wj^es, and they 
plead the Privilege of their Honour, and wm not pay u^ i 
nor let p^ take our Privilege of the Law upon than. 
Thefeare^ vei^ hopeful Sort of Patriots^ to ftandup as 
they do for Liberty aij^ JRipp^ltyiftf t^i^Sul^ ; Th«r^'s^ 
Confcience for you ! 

' H 4 Merc. 
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Jl/^rr. [MJe.] This Pdkyw ku Ibaieduag df die Ite^ 

publican Spirit in him. 

•ur tioufe : Andl fhouM thank the G<^ now for brings' 
ing me fafe-hoi^ : But I tlpnk | ksdm^ md ji^ my 
Devotions done, till r havfegoe the Itewi^ %f mpgood 
Kews> and then thank *em once jbr all; For, if I praife 
""em be&re I am faie within Dooft^ feiiit hmxCd MafliC 
Dog may comeout, and wony mp ^ A|4 then myThiuikt 
arc thrown away VB^ 'cm. 

Merc. {Jfidr,'] Thoa ait ft wiek^ IlM;uc» and nilt 
have thy Bargain bcffoM*h«id i TheidbMjdifott ^A iDQl^ 
into the Houle thi^ N%hc ; «^ tiNffik ANrtccoh&igljr 
as I uie thae. 

Stf. Vom am I to j^i« a^r Llu^' m AoOMtt of yilfii 
Lord's Yiaoiy; 'lift good to vwmife Af fiam^ e ftio- 
hiand, atid ^ my 'Dmi^ iniO tioyOfat fc f t Ai i »u , IH^ 
tickle licr Ladyihip'^B Iitttt a o w dt n . 

jr<?/v. [;^.] GoodTaiidteM^llu»6oAofJn»^ 
^ttce to judge of thy Ontioii^ 

^ [S^ing dwisn MsIjm^oim,\ tills lMth«ni:-1M 
once» fiiail be my Lady; bedtoife Am fe<l» J^tfOp ofift 
Beauty and iVmaioti. 

tUrc. i^ftdi.} No^ Rogtto, *tit thy Liii ii iM Lo% 
Ihom by chit Time, or Jufitit' Is tttmM PuftiMer. 
. Sof TiMSL ihtts I make my Add«^fe>io hor^ [B9mf$\ 
Madam, nyLoidtediofea mo Oit> osilMiifioft ^ikii^ 
£fd) rito' tiie moi; vmimffkf ^ his ffl tf o # o rt , oo faite|[f 
your Ladyih^ this following AooouM tf oif^oiiKioo 



litioii. Ttokfte, M ' j ■ T Omy pMr%drriA» it 
Jlf^enni.'} iM0WMll4»^reiji7Vitolite^dMeI4hlK^ 
BO Ie6 c «^^*«-«^&iid2An> ^poii 4o 4M 180 ««th H(*MI^ 
and the World will envy me this Gtory «. ^-^^^ 1KUI«»^ 
fMiMommf Skhe,-«-^AiiidlMw^bift«i7 Lorf^MOikv 
//yMi/ «-**-*MlUb»i, lie«kvajFidooi]iie«ttaftofOBK»^ 
zage wiien lie is tilN 1>y HoftiiHr.^--^'TWtt I fhiaki 
nid^it. B< i t wiwn^n4ttliO retain »-^'*^A>i tefttti. 
poffiMy lii<M: l«tftOtibfMii«ilii»iwuiteltiiMrt: 
0Mi4 ^fsftifciiiiyi* |;gpThi4|<fc^> 
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Jrtfcriifft dk> te tioir Osator. 

So/l Bat what dam lie (da» aad wkat does ht ikyi 
Pr*ythee tell me fometkinf; ttie0e^iiRi--r^-^e idnmyt 
lii)rs kfs than he does. Madam : And his £Benties ha^e 
loond it to their coft — Where die Dev^ did i tomi 

ihtft jEtftMicMi Bafl rmiMtfiiMw r 

Merc. So; he has all the natuial fiadoiweaeM of « 

MUa* Skt'k m»kngmtmmNii^-. Tfae&venScaii 
aitjiift wheiediqrwweAirifliiQttn'kgo! high Da^r-. 
U^Nig^t, lMni,%«r^^<Hu*. What, has M^. 
tmbom wkfiin te G«od^£3iow, mi over-Aept hia»> 
&lf, that he forgets his Diitf4o OS MortakF 

Merc. How MnBiatif tbe lUUbal Jbroats us Godsl b]^ 
liAd^aMfce Jin aker^ Tone sm&io£atd]r. 

rMercmy comii mMnety 4imdfimmisn^ iefite him. 

«vine<die tty Eyujha&y or » i»y dark XantSiorn iaMe 
tome.] isnotthataGiafltiieiiieoiirDoor^ oraGhoft 
•fteitSad^ Afain the late fiatid? If ht be, "tiswi- 
codcioiiably done, . to ^ht an honeft Mfm thns; who 
SMr:4r0ir Wcipoft «imdifully in aU my Life 
WiuttwirWa^iie^ f Mir deiriMily afraid, that's 
omaitt i bn^ ^ HifcaetieA 40 koqimy^WB QoxxoSAi 
TJl £ng^ that I nay tem loiiaiit. 

.MKf ^(MCr ^kvpt ^k V^ee, 

Mific. 9l%ft6BCf Coiaf«niOAisiys,«hatd0atosas^ 
wi& IdslKMUffe Nmst \ what Madai^t -lidlad-^nger hsr^ 
weJiBK ? I ^all ^oaoh the Vfllaia to Cleave off Catter- 
wawling*. 

^^. I would IhadC«iuraee,f^ faisSdtbrthai I mlg^t 
iMca him to call my Singing Catterwawling; an illiterat; 
lUmes an Enemy to the Mufes and to Mufick.i 

Mnrc. T^fe ts an ill Savour that offends my Nof 
t«b^ imd it WJiA9th this way. 
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Spf. He has fiadt me oat : My Pear \m btofty*4 mt 
into this Savour — ^ 1 am a dead Man : The Uoody 
Villain is at his fee, fi^ fum, ahvady. 

Men, Stand, who goes there } 

Sof, A Friend. 
. Mtrc. What Friend? t 

Sof, Why a Friend to all the Wofld that will gwe me 
leave to live peaceaUy. ^ 

Merc, I defy Peace and all its WoiIes v ny Arms nst. 
out ei Exerciie» they have aaul'd no Bocty thefe three 
Days : I long for an honours^ Oocafion to pound a 
Man, and hy him afleep at the firft Bnfl^. 

Sa. [Jfide,'] That would ^moft^ me a Kindneiai 
for I have been kept waking, without ti{^[Mng one wink 
of Sleep, thefe thiee Nights. 

Merc. Gf what Quality are you, Fellow ? 

Sof, Why, I am a Man, Fdlow— Coarage^^— ' 

Merc, What kind of Man? 

Sof, Why a two-kge'd Man, what Man ihouU I 
he ? — [Jlfide.'] — I muft bear up to him, he may ppove 
as errant a Miikfop as my felf. 

Merc, Thou art a Coward I warrant thee, do aot I 
hear thy Teeth chatter in thy Head ? 

Sof. Ay, ay, that's only a Sioi they woidd be ftap 
ping at thy Nofe — {Jfiiie.'] — Slefe me what an Arm 
ana Fi& he has, with great Thumbs too ; An4 GoUa 
and Knuckle-bones of a very Butcher. 

Mere, Sirrah, fixmi whence comeyoo, and whither go 
you-; anfwer me dire^y, upon pain of Afiaffinaticm. 

Sof I am coming from whence I cam^ and am go- 
ing whither I go : That'* direftly home — Tho' this is^ 
fomewhat an uncivil manner, of Proceeding, at the firft 
Sight of a Man, let me tell you. 

Merc. Then to begin our better Acquaintance, let 
rae firfl make you a (mail Prefent of this Box o'th* 
Ear — • [Strikes bim. 

Sof li I were as cholerick a Fod as you are now, here 
would be fine Work betwixt us two ; but I am a little 
better bred, than to diiturb the deeping Neighbourhood, 
and ibgood Night, friend , ■ [Is going. 

Merc* 
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pMUtfoea^yj ot^emove^ wbither areyoagdi^? / 
. S^ Why I.im going as Mt» I can^ to get oat of 
tkc x»ich 0£yoQxfihiU^ : Let m* bat otdy knock at 
that Door there. 

Merc. What Bufinefs have 3roa at that Door, Sirrah? 
S»/. ThbismtrHodeiaiid when I am gotin, Vll 
tiU y#a more*. 

' Merc. Whofe Houfe is this, Saucinefs, that you are fm 
famfSgetiWitiH to'i^ it ooii ? 

T So/t^TiB^ taiaci im the.£rft Mace i and^ next, my Mkf- 
ters ; for I U^^in thciGaaritt,. and kt lied under me. 

A^c^Jfyi;f€ fom MtAnr and' you no Names,! Sirrah ? 

St^. His Name is Amphitry&ms hear diataiKi trembieX 

Mercm Whaty my Ux^ General ? 
. Bof. Oi has his Name mdHfyd yon ! I have brought 
you dowu a Beg lower^dready, -Fnend. 

Mef,€^ J^mm^iiemi' , 

&rf* 'licnrd, Frirad, you are fa very troublefomc --1- 
what .ftipifld iay'l^Bttt ie but j^^. 

Mpfd* How, Ssfia^ lay you? how long have yocr 
ttken up thut Ntme^ Simth ? '• 

Stf. Hcre'is a fine Q^cftion : Why I never took it u^ 
Fii^, k was bon^with Ait. 

Merc^ Wh»t was yoor Name born Sajia? take this 
iU^etpbi^aqtie fertha^ liye. , [Beats him. 

So/. Hold, Friend, you are (o very flippant with youir 
Hands, yoa w«a:t hto J^ttfon : What OBence has my 
Name done you, that you fhould bfeat me for it ? S. O. 
S. L A. they.aJ« as civft, heneft, harmlefs Letters, as 
any are in tibe whole Alphabet. 

Mfrc, I hate no q^nd to the Name, but tliat 'tis 
• c'jbh too good for you, aud 'tis none of yours. 

Sof. What ajB^nct I Sofia, fay you I 

M^c. 1^0; 

So/ I. fhould thiafcyou are fomewhat merrily difpo- 
iibd, if you had notr beaten me in fuch fober Sadnel^. 
You W9uld perfuade me t)Ut of my Heathen Name, 
Kould you ?- ' 

Merc* Say ypuajrc Sofia again at your Peril, Sirrah. 

Sof, 
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whatMffr Imm oH'<i» I jm ^fj^pMRrW* Min».Mil dte* 

tl»t lB|r Maittr dii ntioUL nt JmM4|B'«qf LMl}r,:ir]*i 
News of kb Vidorr? 

S4/, Loed» Lord, MoMi,. sK^iTw tm k kosnb^ 
^ven to Lyin^T-bntrl do not hf which of tn, ttt«Todb 



§$f. IwoMjma ooMmAt ^^jmmWotdMf. hfr 
then I ftoidd tM>t iM iMdn, Mi yo« ft«M. 
Mire. IlbdyMMiM4K%i%lf7W4Wk~Mif. 

^0/ I hope I mzyiAmitimmStlfki^txd fctti Ml'm^ 
Mw i w I lO BiKtwio MyftftTsm^ WW My ywiPtWMi I oiitu 

ht«Stiockorft StQoeirawliynf gmtWill>.«iiilwMld': 
not think at all, for SeIf-i«etiradoft. But wfl }m ^f# 
attkavc i0 9Bf«edK]liattorlMilirwidi)nttl AftdM* 
mife me to depofe that Cudgil>.iri cm m m t my mf¥^ 
¥• tha^ !rffia ^1 fMlKfite f nm tNBawi r 

Jllm^. Well, prooeedinSidbtyi;l|iw>iiityu«Iw>. 
act beat yon*. 

iSo/. IntiieMlp]m6ien,iMMliM\MViitdr^^ 

JIf/rc. UndoaboiH^. 

^0/: Attdiftoottiitlidde Jh4MMl9Wi/*#^ 

Merc. Who denies it? 

So/. I thoug^itTMvpQMliliftM^BmrMtiMt ceqrftr alt^ 



^ nponat^^ ileneiaAMr <tai» cte tfi«fe two 
prebminaiy Amon are mlstadf ptmoL hi the next 
place, did not the afbreiaid^w^ir/jrfMrbeat die fTinMlwy/y. 
kiU their KJng Annnkf^and nd a ym i ain Serwmt, mean- 
ijg fomeBodf , that fiu^Sake^Uae fMl he namelds, to 
y|^a PMioitiDhs Wi^ nvitii N«ws <^ hk Vi8or)f, 
jsmd of his Refolution to return to Morrow ?' 

Merc . TJus is aH true, aa k way tMe ^ te wfco h that' 
certain Servant, them's all the Qucftiin I So/l 
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0j^ffif_ ftipfltu 

'bat 'tis a certaia Friend (^yoors and mine, diat kad « 
cman NamMMbiehefmibciiijefiocitoifit-i butifyotti 
aw a MaR t^itt d^fBDd net ategddMr upon Foice and . 
BnifeaHtx».bitt^mewhat aHaoppn Jteafen, mmA^ymmr 
gmg bdNer ^ro«fe tint fm ne iliat 6Mt ccraun Man ; : 

Mire. I fBf l9M$tjim^ JtfUttymli Man; .what V^~ 
An laiw yoilHta wgi afMiift it r 
^/ WlMirMs fmrW^OMo^ Naw r? 
Mvv. .Otfvarrs ^i^ mu mm lianift H«BbluKhRan,\ 

and ^'d in a Poreipi Conn^. 

^y: So ib yo«afe right, I amA cenM ; and jpm^' 

Mertc 9t9mkh a itm^ilkmm other Toam, and a . 
Vixen of her Hands^ that leads me a ta&Mskt LHc; . 
MeiBps Ae to hud Oaty a-Bodrand beats me every 
MoranK when I.teve rifen fioM..liar 8ide,.wbdioiit: 
jbnrvttg nfft ■• ••- 

. ^ I undextand yoa ;: hy nttny a AntmrM Token.^. 
This maft be I — ^ 

Mire. I fmB oaoe taken npon Snfeickmaf Biir|^ary> , 
and ipvas whijpt'dffo'^7)M#Ji and l»anded for my Pams. 

So/. Right Me agjun ^ but if yon are I, as I begin t» i 
fifl^ye^ «iat Whipping and Brttndii^ might hare been; 
paft oter in 'Saeiwe, fer- bodi our Credits : r— And yet : 
now I think Gn\ if Lam I^ ^as I am I) liexannotbe I.. . 
Mi thefe Orcvnrfbaces he mighthave heard; bat I will • 
asw interrofiHe hiiK open: Ibme private Pai&ges. ••— 
What VMK me Frefem ^lat Jfmfkitryon lent by you or * 
me, no matter i^hidi of as, to his Wife Jlcmenm f • 

Merc^ A.Bticklet)f Diamonds, confifBngof five)arg^ 
Stones. 

Sof. And where are they now ?^ 

Merc. In a Gaie, -feaM with my Matter's Coat of Atms. 

Sfff This is prodigious, I confeft ; but yet 'tis nothing 
now I think on't, for feme feife Brother may have re- 

-ifcal'd 
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vesa*dittohim. [^^.] But I km uiodier QoeftlM 
to ask you, of fomewhat that pa&M only betwixt my Mf 
and me ; if you an ^^, wlwc ^vtre yon doing in die 
HeatVBactd? 

Merc.WhBt a wife Man flioukl, ttat has a Reaped for 
his own Peribn. I nm into oar Tent, and hid my (^ 
amongft the Baggage. 

; Sc/. [Afi^^"] Such another catting Anfwer^ 9sA I muit 
provide my fclf of anoAer Name. [7# /&/«.]: And how . 
did you p^s your Time m that fame T^ntf .You need 
not anfwcr to every CircnmflanGe fo eiradly j»ow; yoa: 
muft lye a little, that I may think you the. more Me. 

Merc. TharCmming Audi not ferve your Tani, to dr- 
cumvent me out of my Name : I am for ^ain naked- 
Truth — There flood a Hogihead of old Wine, whiek 
my Lord referv'd for his own Drinking 

Sof. [Jfide.'] O the Devil ! as iiire as Death,, he moft.' 
have hid hintfelf in that Hc^^head, or he conld nerer 
have known tl^t ! . • ' 

Merc. And t>y tha^ Hogfhead, v^cm the Ground, there' 
lliy the kind Inviter and Provoker of good Drinking—** 

Sof. Nay, now I have caught you ; thece was neithec 
Inviter, nor Provoker, for I was all alone. 

Merc. A luily Gammon of 

JSof. [Sigbu^Jl Bacon — that Word has quite made 
an end of me — • Let me fee — this wxSk be I, in fjpite q£ 
me «—.. but*let me view him neaixr. 

\Walks ahoui Mercury iMttb his dark Latuhom. 

Merc. What are you walking about me for, with yousr 
dark Lanthorni 

Sof. No harm. Friend, I am only furveying a Parcel 
of Earth here, that I fi«d we two are about to bargaia 
for : — He^s danmaUe like me, that's certain. Imfrimis^ 

thereVthe Patch upon my Nofe, with a[Pox to him -v 

tenty A very fooHlh Face with a long Chin at the end 
©n't : lum^ One Pair of fhamblingLegs, with two Iplay 
Feet belonging to them. And-T-y5^/««w totalis^ from 
Head to Foot all my Bodily Apparel — \To Mercury.] 
Well, you are Sofia ; there's no denying it : but what am 
I then? for my Mind gives me, I am Tome Body ftill, if 
I knew but who I were. Merc. 
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Men. When I have a mind to be Sofia no more, diea 
ihoil mayft be Sofia again. 

S^. I have but one Recpieft more to thee, that, tho* 
not as Sofia, yet as a Stranger, I may go into that 
Hoofe, and carry a civil MefTa^ to my Lady. 

Mere. No, Sirrah ; not bemg Scfia, you have no 
Meflage to deliver, nor Lady in this Houfe. 

So/, Thou canft not be fb barbarous, to le( me lie in 

the Streets all Nisht, after fuch a Journey, and fuch a 

Beating— —and t£eM>ie I am refoly'd to knock at the 

Door in my own jPefeaice, 

MiM. If yott come oea;: the Door, I rtcal my Wofd» 

and break off the Truce— —and thenexpe£l 

IHoUs up his Cu4^eL 
So/, No, the Devil take me if I do expert ; I have felt 
too well what four Froit that Crab-tree bears : I'll ra- 
ther beat it bSck upon the Hoof to my Lord Ampbitrpn, 
to fee if he will acknoiirledge me for So/ia : if he does 
^ not, then lam no longer his Slave ; there's my Freedom 
" dearly purchas'd with a%re Drubbing : if he does ac- 
knowledge me, then I am St^ agam ; ib far 'tis tole- 
rably weU : but then I ihall have a fecond Drubbing for 
an unfortunate Amba£Uor as I am ; and that's intolera- 
ble. [£;ri/ Sofia. 
Mercury aJom. 
I have fobb'd off his Excellency pretty well. Now 
let him return, and make the beft of his Credentials. I 
diink too I have given Jupiter fufficient Time for his 
Confumraation. Oh, he has. taken his Cue ; and here 
he comes as kifurely, and as lank, as if he had empty'd 
kimfelf of the beft Part of his Almighty fhip. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Jupiter leading Alcm^nSL, /o/Uw' J iy^ Phaedra, 
P^i^es ivitb Torches before ibem' 
J up. Thofe Torches are offenuve; Stand aloof: 

[To the Pa^es. 
For, tho' they blefs me with thy heav'nly Sight. [To her. 
They may difclofe the Secre^I would hide: 

The 
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Th^Sdamtma/tmiitkmm 1 hunt htm h^dk 
J)ttn£\ing Crouds would Uaflie fl^e^iliftt H/toti^i: 
TkeCe %>pr Mmmn» ftom my fuUkk Ctmffs,. 
To onferate ^ ikhsy deftr'd fitaboKe : 
And I <»aki mfli neWitefi tet dtjr «dfi. 
fiDrlittiuliliy&lfartidll wiA Co fUe. 

Akm. Soka^m Abfcaoe, «Bd (» ihoit a Sinr f ^ 
Wkit, hvttowc K#t i On^ Niriit aC ^jr and tove^ 
Coi^ •oniy fttf one l^iglit «f Ciuni nd: Ion ^ 
Attd^dl tiie m& wie «xr wKBatdM Si«rl 
Curfe on this Hooour and Am fMUick F$md4. 
J/r^iM you Jbtd kft flf barify^Mdawt if Loi%. 

Jk9M. Not 1B0t»,OIX IiQl4< 

7if/. IndoQil I iDMift. 

j^icm. indeed yw flnH not fOu 

7^. BehcM the jniikV Stmfta 4te |tedier Ii31^\ 
*|>£ofe «re tiae Wiiflie» «f 4k tweli hiL Mot% 
tlhat kk&Day^li^t to thisMitker Wodd. 

w^l&Mi^ No natter ftr die thy^ it wm tatflaade. 
To Muabor cnt.die llenw ef bii^ M«b 
Iiet*.eia]Kl>ufy«U, end giB fee ■■<riMi]| 
Aadedke tkeir iill ef anxboi i»daiic JD^:. 
But yoa Jnd I.wiU draw oar Curtains dofe^. 
Extingulfh Day-lig^ and {Mt^tt the Sun : 
Cone bmk, mylLoad^m Batk ym frsU letfae. . 
Yott kuK not ytthy lenrcani^ sa Bed^ . 
T4i wum yvur fndew'd fide. 

MW. [j^.] 1 6iid my Lad is aa MnBflit&ibo^ . 
maiksr, o^Lstiy 19 fomaatioBt^reoaitk^ 

Merc: l4/ide.2,Tbati a i^tii^ifxy&ik Devil ; iwkata 
rogiiidi Eye fhehas f I begin to like her ihangely ; fhVs 
the Perquiiite of my FhceJloo ; lor mfr Ltdy^s Waiting- 
woman is the proper Fees of my Lord^s chief Gentle- 
man. Ihtve tiief^rmlMaf.aGod«oD;I<:asi vie«rtier 
naked thro' eH her Clotiie»~Let4Be6e>— Letmefee : ~ 
I have difcoveiM iimediingtiuiit plc8&s lae already, 

Juf. Let me not live but thou art all Enjoyment ! 
Be charming and fo ^eet. 
That not a Night, but ¥dKde> EteraiQr . 
Were well , eni^oy'cL. T*^- 
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AAmJKi/^tlgJkim.'] rii Inbeywi wkh dik Kik to ftay 

£at, to be juft^ I MDft fribvr yKm Ibhe. [lae badi. ' 
How I coiddiwMdlibr finer M dMfe Iif» ! 

I could kifs 'cm pik wtA £won*6 f 
S«( i<NSw 4^ Hestirji^ tad folk A^^ 

That ripened PeaclvM hif« Mt half ^ Fluwur. 

4tfr#. Yt mtptA<iei$ ! )f«« make «ir Li^Mtoe 
Voa fin 'em with DtfBifa, Wants Mid W«is, k»« ; 
And oidy dafll ^0m ivaili a Uctk L«|pe » 
Spriiddedt^fjti^ aadiMiaiafiMring^i^ , 
Count 41 ^trjo}^ Atm OUAfHi av'm to Age, 
They Miid hitflittlDr« Dliy af «tV Vov : 
Take back ftogrhf'iktf Yiem, ^ €lte of Liitd 
C»-4i^Wto«flU«ndcrwitho<3abwftwffl 
Of fcv*nty Yeauip inio ftwt farVity Dayir 
F(Mr all Ao ttft ii flal» Moid iBtts* 

7«/. B«c |r4lt ono£crfii{Se paioi iM^t aiy Partaig i* 

1 love foma^ ite IaBMrl)car. 

To owe die Sweets of LovcAmU^ t^mttuMp- 
TotiioAtaiufiitfOtfty ^ a Wife : 
Totttncs aM&otbaiyPafidliefvlM, 
tliMtia tho JUvU JkfooKim of te^Hi^ 

¥fi»lbGii^ aat of a Huibaad, bit a Lorar. 

j^yb». lilt teH w lU^ wiby wa would ffaife a Bh& 
V|mwCJiDdki» b^fadknr'^aQoeftkM? 

^. 1 MDold Mar Mtjdii^ a T^buna i^d^ 
Aa HidbaidjiiL fatooa IjpnardL 

i^Xbb STimlkoKld tete aak'd me tea, when Iwe». 
And ?mt^ ipd&fiiit^ TsarBemaiuL faodNi^ 

^igi. I ask itaoM^ tedkdbantTenderneis 
ftuMblkatof fiaibiDdi focdvk Wiw. 
Otibtymknrid^UbiM! tkao wuwould fiai< 
Alfaoutet dmind Nkttin in Lcm^ 
Tlocoaunoa Lmtt of S«cio Sotm haatal : 

Millions of grade Qa», aad iivaet HS^aiets ;; 
pie hdng^haepx ^ iw( JHtf.4k >Xi 
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The Manner of their Happinefs is all ! 
hi me (my charming Miftrefs) you behold 
A Lover that difdains a lawful Tide ; 
Such as of Monarchs to fuoceflive Thrones ;- 
The generous Lover holds by force of Arms i 
And claims his Crotvn by Conqueft. 

Jlcm, Methinksvou ihou'd be pleased, I give 3^611 al! 
'A virtuous aad mockft Wih can give. 
- yuf. No, no, that very Name of Wife and M^nags 
Is PoiA>n to theieareft Sweets of Love : « 
^To pleafe my Nlcene6 you muft iepamtt * 
The Lover from his mortal Foe, the Husband. 
Give to the yawning Husband your cold Viitae 1 
But all your vigorous Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
' Your amorous Mmrmons, be vour Lover's P^ut. 

Alcm. I comprehend jiotwW you meaa, my Lord i ^ 
Bu^onl^lovemeftill, and love me thin. 
And thmk me fuch as beft may pleafe your Thought* ; 

yup. There's Myftery of Love in all I (ay : 
Farewel; and when you fee your Husband next. 
Think dr your Lover then. -^ 

{Exeunt Jup. and Ai€m« fomralht Vkmi.fiOfWf hin^ 

Merc, lAkne.'] Now I ihould Mow him ; but Lovd 
has laid a Lime-twig for me, and .made a kme God of 
me. Yet why fhould I love this fh^ira f She's Inteiefl^' 
ed, and a Jilt into the Bargain. Three thouiand Y«ir» 
hmce, there will be a whde Nation of fuch Women, 
in a certain Country that will be oafl'd France i aiul 
there's a Ne^hbour Iflaidtoo, where die Menofdiac 
Country will be all Intereft. Oh what a pedous^Gene^ . 
ration will that be, which the Men of ^ Ifland fiudl 
propagate out of the Women of dtt^ Contindlt I m/: \ 

PhaMba Rt-enUfs^* ' * ^ 

And fo much for Propheqr ; for ihe's heie again, and I^ 
muft love her in fpite of me. And finoe I muft, I have* 
this Comfort, that the groU^ Wits are conuKmly the 
greateft Culliei ; becaufe neither of the Sexes can be wiftr 
Uian fome certain Parts ^baav^cm vfdJl ^ve ?em ieavti ^i 

Pbied, Well^i^, and how go Misters ^ 

Merc. Our Arn\y is viAorious. . , • > • — k 
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Tbad. And my Servant Judge Gripus f 

Mkrc. A voluptuous Gormand. 

Fhad. But has he gotten wherewithal to be vdiup^ 
taeus, is he waalthy ? 

Merc, He fells Juftice as he u^, fleeces the rich Re- 
bels, and hang^ up the Peor. " 

fhai. Then while he h» Money he may make Love 
to me. Has he fent me nO Token ? 

Mtrc. Yes, a Kifs ; and by the fame Token, I aa 
to give it you, as a Remembrance fipom him« 

Vhai, How now. Impudence ! A beggarly Serving- 
man prefume to kifs me ? * 

iHpTf. Suppofe I were a God, andfhou'd make Love 
to yott ? 

?had, I woa*d firft be fetisfy'd. whether yoa werea 
poor God or a rich God. ' 

Mm, Suppofe I were Mercury^ the God of Merchan- 

PW What dte God of fmall Wares, and f rippe- 
ri», of Pedlars and Pilferers ? 
Mm, [Jfidi,'] How the Gipfy dcfpifes me ! 
. Hfd: I had father yoii were Plutus the God of Mo- 
5*7, or yttpifer m a Golden Shower : there was a God 
for us Women ! he had the Art of making Love; Doft 
rfwu tiiink &at King^, or Gods either, get Miftrefles 
by their good Faces ? no 'tis the Gold and the Prefents 
ticy can make ; thcre*s the Prerogative they have over 
thctt Fair Subjeas. 

Merc, All this notwithftanding, I muft tell you, 
pretty Phadra, I am dcfperately in loycwith you. 

Ph^d. And Imuft tell thee, ugly Sofia, thou haft not 
^^teewithal to be in Love. 
JMbr. Yes, a poor Man may be in Love, I hope. 
Phitd. I grant a poor Rogue may be in Love, but he 
ttnnevMmake Love: Alas Sofia, thou haft neither 
Face to mvite me, nor Youth to pleafe me, nor Gold to 
bribe me: And befides all this thou haft a Wife, poor 
»*raMc S^fia f What ho Bromia f 
\ Mire. O th(m mercilefs Creature, why doft thou con- 
l«t oRthat Spright of a Wife ? 

PH^ofd. 
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Pb^d. To rid m/iUfofthatPeWldfapotr IxnMKQT 
^ce you are Q) kmiigly difpos^d, i*U rat yoo together, 
to cxcrcife your Fury mbn yow own Wedlock : What 
Srmnia^ l4y, nnkeliaAes liere*s a Veflelof y/ews, ftil 
freighted, tli|it*s going off wkhout payini^ iDiitiet. 

Wrfv. Since t!ioa wflt riot 1^ aape Heal Cuftom j<hc fhrfi 
liave all the Cargo I have gotten in ths Wan i but tii^ir 
mkf^tt hare lent me a licde Creek to fmsangif^ in. 

Ph^ed. Why» what have you gottan, goMl Gendei|«» 
Mdier, beftdes a Legion of -'— - [^«5^' £^ ^^^^ 
* Merc, When the £nemy w» xonted* Jl M the nun- 
dfemgof aTeot. 

Pi$ W. That's to iay.a Hbiile tf Ca»vai^ imA Mma- 
aiitee ^f Straw r make hafte, Brmnia 
Merc. But it was the Geoanl'^ «Mai Tent. 
Pj&i«!^; Yoffdorfl not ^ht l^in caitain i and fhcirfiwa 
came laft iur when the rich Plnoder wai fttMB iMfiarc 
hand, ' ■■ ■■ WHl you comity Brmum 9 

Merc. Vfythecda not call fc. loud ; ■ ' ■■■! Aycat^ 
IM^ that hoidft a GaUda. 

PUfied. Ofwhat was that Goblet nadf 7 asfiwnryddk- 
Jy, for I amjuft calling very loud —^ira^-^ 

Jl^. Of b^en Gq14. Kcwr caU akradtiftimdil^ 
»>liika;tkt Mcta}. 

n^ed. Br$miii. l^iffM^^ 

Men. That ftrots in this JFkHkm^ wA his Arms a. 
SmiIk), like a €i^ Magi|Ua(ei «id agieatbo9aci«g 
BdHy, like a Hoftefi with ChiU of a KMedmpf Wlwiw. 
Vow what iay you to that PadaMt, fh^af^ 
n^td: Why I am nonfideiiiM; u ' ■ » » * 
Merc. What, Jpr'ytW? 
-Fiftrfi/. Why, how to divide the IhifilidfteopaVf a M^ 
take the Gift, and refjrfb tto Giwtr^. jdwaK fr dia w n 
Uy it^y and fo dd. 

iJf/rr. tJffide.l Now die Devil t^>#««r« 6$im^ 
laing tne to this ui^;odly Shapeito^ay i. 
Jht Qripus is as ddazKl as i^y too* 

n4md. %vLtGrffu4 is a PcriW of QmStv, mdmf La^ 
4y's Unde ; and ithe marriei me J ihaU WMiTJaoftf my ' 
litdy. Hade, ytor Wife! ft« haa ieni ter Trnffthi^ 
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tee itr. I Wr the Tkanderda]) dreadyi tlMrtf't a 
Scoim zmmdd^g. 

Merc. Yes, of thy Brewing,! thank thee for it : O htm 
I ihoo'd hate thee now, if I cott*4 kaveh/ritiM tkee! 

fJhitJ. NotaWordofthedearG<^deilGd9iet,8t]ria 
]igpe £ms — — you know what, Sjfia. 

Mire. Yottgire me Hope then , 

Ph^. Not abiUatdy Hope neitlieri but Goidk e 
|rreat CordudinLoreXbttersi wad tlf€ marc ytmwpfi^ 
of it, the better. — i^ffide} I am honeft, thatt** en-" 
tain ; but' wicn I wdgh my Honeily agunft the Gok* 
le(, I am not quite xe(blv*don which Side the Sesle will 
torn, [JFjrirPhaBdnL 

Merc.l^btui.'} Farewell Thitdrmi ictteimber ak to 
my Wife, and tdl her ' 

Entir Brottia. 

^Bnm. Tdl her vt^ut? TiaytorJ that you tn ^oiag 
away without feeing her. 

tkirc. l%at I am doing my Duty, and foBopoig mf 

i^/'««r.*D«iph.-^fobriBkioo! your Matter did hkDtqr 
to my Lady before he parted : Heeou'dlcaTe iua Armyin 
tbe Lorch,aBd come sdlopioi; home at Midaight, tokive 
JtUckat theHoney-Pot;aiMrAeai to Bed as quietly as a- 
liyMoufe, I warrant you: My Mafterfeoew wlM^be^- 
long*d to a manry'd lifei but yoiv Sirrah — You Tre^. 
dier-carrying Raicili you Wotfo dian Dnnghill-^Cock ; 
tlut ftood dapping your Wings and crowins; without 
Doors, when you itould haveWen at Rooft^yo* V yfami.-— 

Mere. Hold your Peace, Dame F«r//r/,and leave your 
Cackling : My Mafter chaig*d «ieto fland Gentry ti^. 
out Doors. 

Bnm* My Mafter! I dare fwear thou bely'il him ; 
my Mafier^s moiea O md i rttRg then td ky foch an un- 
^ leafonable Command iqpon a jpoor diftr^SKl mar, 'd 
Couple^ and after foch an Abknce too. No, cht^f's 
no Comparifon between my Mafter and thee^ t .on 
Sneaksby* 

Merc. No moitthaa there is betwixt say Lady >id 
yaUf .jBhusria* YouandIhavehadourtimeiQaciv4^ /, 

Spc ...:, 
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Spoofe, and much good Love has been betwixt 

we have been marry'd fifteen Years, I take it j i __^ 

hoighty tdghty £uiineis ought, in Confcienoe^ jii'tb 
over, 

Br0M. Many come up, my fancy Companion ! I «a 
firither old, nor ugly enough to have thatiaid to me. 

Merc. But will yqa hear Reafon, Br$miuf My LonL 
aq4 my Lady are yet in a manner Bride and Bridegroom ; 
they are in Honey Moon ftill : do but think in j>eoency 
what a Jdft it wou*d be to the Family, to fee two venera- 
ble old married People, Ijringfnng m a Bed tog^theiiond 
fighi^ out fine tender Thmgs to one another ! 

Brom. Now now. Traitor, dar*!! ^lou maintain tliat 
I am paft the Age of having fine Things (aid to me ? 

Merc. Not fo, my Dears but certainly I am paft tlie 
Ageof £iying*em. 

I Brom. Thou deferv*ft not to be yok*d ^'th a Wonan 
of Hononr, as I am, thou peijurM Villain. 

Mire. Ay, you are too much a Woman of Honour, to 
jny Sonow ; many a poor Husband wou*d be glad to 
compound for leis Honour in his Wife, and more Quiet. 
Pr^ythee be but h<meft and continent in thyTongue, and 
dp thy worft with every Thing elfe about thee. 

Brom. Thou wou'd^ have a Woman of the Town, 
wou'dft thou ! to be always fpeaking my Husband fiur, 
to make himdigefthis Cuckoldom more eafily : WouMft 
thou bea Wittau, with a Vengeance to thee ? I am re- 
folv'd 111 fcour thy Hide for tiiat Word. 

[Holds up her Ladle at him. 

Mire. Thou wilt not ftrike thy Lord and Husband, 
wilt thou ? 

Bnm. Since thou wik none of the Meat, *t!sbut Juftioe 
to give thee the Baftings of the Ladfe. 



[She courfesbim ahut. 
de.yWz 



Macxxryrmmif«;ahut. [J/tde.'lWzs ever poor Deity 
to Henpeek*d as f am I nay, then 'tis time to charm her 

aileep with my enchanted Rod before I am difgrac'd 

or ravifh'd ■ ■ 

{Plucks out his Caduceus, andfirikes her upon the 
&hiuUerwithit. 

Bnm* 
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^r^m^ Wha^ art thott rebelling againft thy anointed 

WA VH spake thee how now—— What, ha* 

the Rogde bewitchM me ! I grow dnU and ftupid on the 

faddeii-— I can neither fUr Hand nor Foot — : I 

am juftlike him ; I have loft the Ufe of alT my— Mem- 
bers — lYaivning,} —I can't fo moch as wag my 
Toi^ue— neither, zai that's the laft livc-^ii^ Part a« 
bout a——* Woman -^— IFaus dtwtu 

• Mercury Mime. 
Lord, what have I fuffinr'd, for being but a couiterfeit 
marry^a Man one Day ! If ever } come to this Houfe,as 

a Hosband again then— —and yet that then was » 

iL^e too—— For while I am in Love with this yottng 
Oipfy, Ph^eJra, I muft return * « But lie than 
tlioe, thou Type of Jttm ; thou that want'ft nodiing 
of hor Toi^ie, buttms Inunortality. If Jupiter'Jtvtt 
Jetthee iet Foot inlieaven, Juno will have a rattling 
Second of thee ; and there will never be a fiiir Day m, 
Heaven or Earth after it. . 

For two fuch Tongues will break the Poles afunder i 
And^ hottily fcol^ng, make perpetual Thunder. 

[Exit Mercury. 



A C T III. SCENE!. 

SCENE, hfire AmphitryonV Palace. 

Amphitryon and Sofia. 

Jmfb. XJO W Sirrah,fbllowmeintAthe Houfe.thott 
IN ihaltbeconvinc'dat thyown Coft, Villain f 
What horrible Lyes haft thou tddme ! fueh Improbal^- 
ties, fiich Stuft; inch Nonfenfe f — that the Monfter 
with two loi^ Horns, that frighted the great King, and 
the Devil at Uie Stone-cutter's, are Truths to theie. 

Sof. I am but a Slave, and you are Mafter; and a poor 
Man is always to lyc» wheaarichMan is pleas'dto con- 

tradia 
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tnuHft him : bat a$ five as tMi Is ««- Mwft !■ i ^' i« 

u^^. S» Aire *tit tlHT Pbce of Bitec«i«i. ThM «rt 
iMt jnMlbr L^ing neiwr. « 

^. TlMt*t onruMi } fiiv all »f Neigliboim &yl 
IntveaRfaoieft Face; or dfe tkcy woiM atvtr odi ne 
Cuckold, aichiyda. 

AMh. I flMRui thoa kaft aot Wk omcmK to mAa a 
I^tluit will hang together: ^tou Mlitt up a Tfade^ 
tKat thou haft not SfeDck aioil^ Uf manage : O that I 
had but a Orai>4M0 Ovlgel ibr thf tkke r 

S$/, Howa 0«dgel, MHyoal iko D«vlltake yufifit 
fyrmvcKdng that haid^heaiM^ntercfleftykiicMx Wood. 

.i^M|iil. TlieBkttfiidlikyotloooaie: thoa haft had 
Vocakatf Dofcof k. 

Srf, I wattitftr goeiatfiMnowkrPbyficfc; aiidmf 
Stoinadi wangles at the n»y Thought of k: Bist» if I 
jaaA have a iacoiid leafiuig» hi ConfaoKe kt me 'fkrif 
irft, that I fOMy Rxm yeo tte bbek and blue Stteaks 
upon my Sides and Shoulders. I km fure I /ufeM Aem 
11 yoia: Service. 

J0fk. To what fivpofe weu*dft thou ihow them ? 

S9f, Why to the Purpofe that you may not ftrikc me 
upon the fore Placet ; ' and that as he beat "ine the laft 
itight orc^-ways, fo voa wott*dplc^ to beat me long- 
ways, to make clean Work on*t, that at leaft ny Skm 
may look like Checquer-work. 

Afi^. This K^ueft is too reafimable to beicfa&'4; 
but, that all Things mayfbe done in Order ,tell me over a^ 
^iu the &me Story, with all tht Circu^r^fl^ces of thy 
Commiflion : that a Blow may follow in due Form for 
every Lye. To Rcpetitioii, Kc»nie, to Repetition. 

So/. No, k fhall be all a Lye iT you pleafc^ and Til 
eat my Words tt> fiive my Shoulders. 

Jimif^. Ay, Sirrah, now you find you are to be dif* 
provM: but 'ds too kte : to ftqx^tion, Aogut, to 
Repetition. 

S9/: With all my Heart, to any Repetition bait die 
Cudgel : but wou'd you be pleas'd to att£var fne «ne d- 
vil Queftion ? Am I to oie Con^daiiiuiOB to you, as to a 
great Pcribii, that wiUhave a& Thtngi Slii your own 

Way; 
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Way I or am I to tell you the naked Truth alone, with- 
out the Ceremony of a ferther Beating ? 
* Jmph. Nothing but the Truth, and the whole Truth i 
fo help thee Cudgel 

Sof TTiafs a ^mnM Conclufion of a Sentence : but 
ftnce it* muft be fo — 3ack and Sides, at your own 
Peril *— ^ I fet out from the Port in an unlucky Hour j 
the dusky Canopy of Night inveloping the Hemifpherc — 

Jmfh, [Strikes him*} Imprimis ^ For FuHian:— — 
now proceed. 

Soj. I ftand corrcfted : In plain Profe then, I went 
darkling, and whirling, to keep my felf from being 
afraid ; mumbling Curies Betwixt nry Teeth, for being 
fimt at fuch an unnatural Time of Night. 

Jmpb. How, Sirrah, curfmg and fwearing againft youf 
Lord and Matter ! take " * [Going toftrike. 

5j/I Hold, Sir pray consider, if this be not un- : 

reasonable, to ih-ikc m« for telling the whole Truth, whea 
ymi commanded me 'f I'll fall into^ my old Dog-trot of 
Lying again, if this muft come of plain Dealing. 

Amph, To avoid Impertinences, make an End of your . 
Journey ; and come to the Houfe.: what found you there 
a God*s Name^ 

^0/. I came thither in no God's Name at all, but 11% 
the I)crirs Name; I found before the Door a iwinging 
FcUow, with all my Shapes and Features, and accoutred " 
aUb in my Habit. 

Amph. Who was that Fellow ? 

^of. Who fhou'd it be, but another Sofia f a certain 
Kind of other Me : who knew all my unfor'unate Conv- - 
;niffion, precifely,to a Word, as well as I Sofa ; as bleing 
fcnt by your leif from the Port, upon the iamc Errand 
to Alctiiena. 

Amph. What grofs Abfurdities are thefe ? 

Sof, O Lord, O Lord, what Abfurdities f as plain as 
any FackftafF. That other Me, had polled himfelf there 
before me, me. You won't give a Man Leave to fpeak 
poetically now; orelfe I wou'd fay, that I was arriv'd 
at the Door, juil before I came thither. 

Ampb This muft either be a Drcam^or Dcinkennefsy 

Vol. VL I or 
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•rMadncfs in thee. L«ive your BufR>o(ung,aDfl Lying* 
1 ani not in Humour to bear it, Sirrah. * 

So/. I wouM you fhou'd know I fcorn a Lycy and am 
a Man of Honour in every things, but jull. Fighting. I 
tell you once a^in in plain Sincerity, and Sin^plicity of 
Heart, that before laft Night I never took my feif but 
for one iingle individual So^ ; but^ coming to our Door, 
I found my felf I know not how divided^ an4 as it were, 
fplit into two Sofias. 

Atnfh, Leav« Buffooning: I fee you wQuM make 
me laugh, but yQu play the Fpol fcuryily, 

Sof. That may be : but if I am a Fool, I am not- tl^ ' 
only Fool in this Company. 

Amfh. How now. Impudence ! I (hall 

Sof, Be not in Wrath, Sir : I meant not you, : I can- 
not poiBbiy be the only Fod j for if t am one Fool, I 
muft certainly be two Fools ; becaufe, a| I told you^ I 
am double. 

Ampb, That one ihou'd be two^ is very probable! 

Sof. Have you not feen a Sixpence Iplit. into twQ 
Halves, by fome ingenious School-boy \ which bore on 
either Side the Impreflion of the Monarch's Face? 
Now, as thofe Moieties were two Three-penccs, and yet 
in Effeft but one Six-pence. — 

Amfh No morfc of your villainous Tropes and Figures. 

So/! Nay, if an Orator muft be difarm'd of his Simi- 
litudes—- 

Antph A Man had need of Patience, to endure this 
Gibberiih ; be brief, and come to a Coaclu£on. 

So/. What wou'd you have, Sir? I came thither, but 
♦he t'other I was there before me ; for that there was two 
1% is as certain, as that I have two Eyes in this Head 
of mine. This /, that am here, was weary : the, 
t'other / was frefh ; this / was peaceable, and t'other / 
was a he£lorii)g Bully 7. 
' Amfh. And thou expedl'ft I fhou'd believe thee ? 

So/ No, J am not fo unreafonable : for I cpu'd never 
have believ'd it my felf, if I had not becii well beat^ 
into it : But a Cudgel, you know, is a convincing Ar- 
gument in a brawAy Fift : What fliall I fay, but that I 
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im compcir-d at lafl to ackiiewtedgtf my fe!f ! I fbiirfd'' 
that he was very I, without Fraud, Cozen, of' D^eh. 
Bbfidee, I vlew'd my felf, atf ina Mirtt>n frdlii Headto 
Etio^: He wits handibme, of a noble Prefence, a charm- 
ing Air, loofe arid free mail his Mbtibirt. And fitW'hfc 
was fo muck I, thAfl fhou'd' have Reafotito be better 
iati^fcdwith' my ownPcrfon,' if hii'Haads hkl ndt bte«* 
a litde of the heavieft: 

•Jmfh. Once again to a Contlufibn : Say*y6u pafi*d 
by him, and entr^ intd the Hoofe. 

So/. I am' a Friend to Truth, arid fay ho fuchThiflig*: 
He defended the Doqr, and I conld nOteiiier. 
Jmph,' How, not entef ? 

So/, .Why,ho<vfhouM I entei* ? untefi I were a Spright 
to glide by him, and fhoot my felf' through Locks, and 
Bolts, and two Inch Boards f 
Jmpb. O Coward ! Didft thou not attempt to pafs ? 
So/. Yes, and was repuls'd and beaten for my Pains. 
Jmph. Who beat thee ? 
. So/ I beat' Me: 
Jmph. Didftthou bcatthy felf? 
So/. I don't mean /, hcit : butthe abfent M^ beat mt 
here prefent. 

Jmph, There*s no End of this intricate Piece of Non» 
nfe. 

So/ 'Tisonly Nonfenfe, becaufe I (peak it who am a 
poor Fellow j but it wou'd be Senfe, and fubftantial 
Scnfe, if a Great Man (aid it, that was back'd with a Title^ 
and the Eloqoerice of Ten Thoufand Pounds a Year. 

Ampb. No more : b<jt let us enter : Hold ; my AlcmS" 
na is coming out, and has prevented m« f howflr^ngely 
will (he be furpriz'd to fpe me here, fo uiiexpedledly ! 
Enttr Alcmena^«</ Phxdra. 
Mem. \1lo Fhad.'\ Make hafte after me to the Tem- 
ple; that wfrmay thank the Gods for this gloHous Sue- 
cefs, which ^>i!^/&i/r|v/i. has had againft the Rebels. 
O Heaven! {Seeing him. 

Jmpb. ThofeHeav'ns,andallthcbleftInhabitant9, 

^Sahting hetn.^ 
Qrant^ thattheiwettRewarderof myPaws 

'I z Uiif 
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May ftill be kind, as on our Nuptial Night. 
Jkm. So foon retumM ? 

Ampb. So foon retumM! Is this my Welcome hoB«? 

\Stefpir^ hacL, 
So foon returnM, fays I am come unwifh'd. 
This is no Language of deiiring Leve : 
Ix)ve reckons Hours for Months, and Days for Years : 
And every little Abfence is an Age. 
Alcm. . What feys my Lord ? 
Amph. No, my Alcmena, "®' ^ ' 
True Love by its Impatience meafures Time, 
And the dear Objed never comes too foon. 

Alcm. Nor ever came you fo, nor «yer (hall : 
But you your felf are chang'd from what you were, 
Paird in Defires, and furfeited of Blifs ; 
Not fo I met you at your laft Return; 
"Whenyeftemight I flew into your Arms, 
And melted in your warm Embrace. 
Ampb. How's this? 

Alcm. Did not my Soul ev'n fparkle at my Eyes, 
And fhoot it felf into your much lov'd Bofom ? 
jjid I not tremble with Exoefs of Joy ? 
Nay agonize with Pleafure at vour fight. 
With fodi inimitable Proofs or Paflion, 
As no felfe Love could feign! 
Jmpb. What's this you tell me ? 
Alcm. Far ftiort of Truth, by Heav'n ! 
And you retum'd thofe Proofs with Ufury j 
And left me, with a Sigh, at Br^ak of Day. ' 
Have you forgot? 

Ampb. Or have you dreamt, AUmtna? 
Perhaps fomc kind, revealing Deity, 
Has whifper'd, in your Sleep, the pleafing News 
Of my Return 5 and you belicv'd it real ! 
Perhaps too, in your Dream, you us'd me kmdlyi 
And my preventing Image rcap'd the Joys . 
You meant awake to me. , / . , j 

Alcm. Some melancholy Vapour, fure, has ie z d 
Your Brain, Amphitryon^ and difturb^d your Senfe : 
Qr ycftemight is not fo long a time, 
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But you might yet remember ; and not force 

An honeft Bluih into my glowing Cheeks, 

For that which lawful Mairiage makes no Crime; 

Jmpb. I thank you for my metaDcholy Vapour. 

Jlcm, 'Tis but a juft Kequital for my I^'eam. 

Phad, I find my Mailer took too mQch of tiie Crea« 
turc laft Night, [-/^ijf.] and now is angling for a Quarrel,, 
that no more may be exp^fted from him to Night, whf» 
he has no Aflst^. \^In the mean time Amph . and Ale. 
^walkhy ibemfektesy and frown at each other as they meet^ 

Jmph. You dare not jullify it to my Face 

Alcm, Not what ? 

Amph, That I returned before this Hour. ' 

Ahm, You dare not, fure, deny you came laft Niglit; 
And ftaid till Breakof Day. 
- Amph. O Impudence f Why Sojia t 

So/, Nay, I fay nothing 5 for all Thmgs here may ga 
fcy Enchantment (a& they did with me)^or ought I know. 

Alcm. Speak, Phaedra, Was he here ? 

Phad, You know. Madam, I am but a Chamber-maid ;; 
and by my Place, I am to forget all that was doneovtr 
Nightin Love-Matters, — unlefs my Mailer pleafe t# 
rub up my Memory with another Diamond. 

Amph, Now in the Name of all the Gods,^ Alcmsnor 
A little recoiled your IcatterM Thoughts, 
And ^eigh what you have faid. 

Alcm. 1 weighed it well, Amphitryon^ ere I fpoke^ 
And Ihe, and Bromia^ all the Slaves and Servants, 
Can witnefs they beheld you, when you came. 
If other Proof were wanting, tt U me how 
I came to know your Fight, your Vidlory^ 
The Death of Pteretas in iingle Combat ? 
And farther, from whofe Hands I had a Jewels 
The Spoils of him you flew? 

Ampb, This is amazing ! 
Have I already given you thofe Diamonds, 
The Prefent I refcrvM ? 

Alcm. 'Tis an odd Queflion : 
You fee I wear 'em ; look. 

Amph* Nowanfwer, Sofia. 

1/ s.r. 
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Sq/. Yes, now I can anfwer with ^ Me Confclence, at 
to that Point ; all the reft may be Art Maeick, but, as 
for the Diamonds,here they are, under fate Cuftody . 

Alcm. Then what arc thefe upon my Arm ? [To Sofia. 

Sof. Flints, or Pebbles, or fome fuck Trumpery of 
•nchanted Stones. 

Fh^td. They fay, the Proof of a true Diamond is ta 
glitter in the Dark : I think my Mafter had beft take 
my Lady into fome By-corner, and try whofc Diamond 
will fparkle beft. 

Sof. Yet now I think on^t, Madam, did npt a certaim 
friend of mine prefent 'em to you ? 

Jkm, WhatFrJend? " 

Sof. Why another Sofia, one that made himfelf ^^ 
in my defpite, and alfo Unfofiated me. 

Amph. Siri^, leave your naufeous Nonfeofe ; break 
open the Seal, and take out the Diamonds. 

Sof. ,More Words than one to a Bargain, Sir ; I thank 
you : That's no j»3rt of Prudence for me to commit Bur- 
glary upon the Seals : Do you look firft i^n the Signed 
and tell me in your Confcienoe, whether the $^s be Qfil 
as firm as when you clapt the Wax upon them. 

Ampb. The Signature is firm. [LookiMr, 

Sof Then take the Signature into ypur own Cuftody, 
and open it i for I wiU have nothing done at my propur 
Peril. {Gi'ving him the Casket* 

Amph. O Heav'ns ? here's nothing but an empty Space, 
the Neft where they wA*e laid. {Breaking open the Seai» 

Sof Then if the Birds are flown, tlie Fault's not mine i 
Jiere has been fine coi^'uring Work ; or elfe the Jewel, 
iaiowing to whom it fhouM be given, took Occaftdii to 
ileal out, by a natural Inftin^t, and ty^4 ixS^ to tjbat 
pretty Arm. 

Amph. Can this be poffible ? 

Sof Yes, verv poflible : You, my Lord Amfhitryon^ 
may have brought forth another You my Lord Amphi' 
tryon, as well as 1 Sojia have brought forth another Me 
Sojtai and our Diamonds may have procreated thefe 
Diamonds, and fo we are all three double. 

fbifd. If this bf true, 1 hope fli^ GQhteila>gig2^^ 

ano»cr 
'• 
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ano^er golden Goblet ; aiid then they may carry dou* 
ble upon all four. [Jfids^ 

Akm, My Lord, I have ftood filent, out of Wonder 
What you cou'd wonder at. 

An^. A chilling Sweat, a damp'of Jealoufy, \j/ide. 
Hangs on my Brows, and dams upon my Limbs. 
I fear, and yet I muft be fatisfy'd : 
And to be fatisfyM, I muft diiiemble. 

A/cm. Why mufe you fo, and murmur to your felf ? 
If you repent your Bounty, take it back. 

Amfh. Not fo ; but, if you pleafe, relate what paK 
At our laft Interview. 

A/cm, That Queftion wou'd infer you were not here. 

Amph, I fay not fo 5 
I only 'wbu'dYefrefli my Memory, 
And nave my Rfeafons to defire the Story. 

F/tad, So, this is as good Sport for me, as an EsQi^ 
mination of a gi^t frelly befoy a Magillrate. 

A/cm. The Story is not lohg : you know I met yoa» 
XifsM you, and prefs'd you clofe within my Arms, 
With all the tendemefs of Wifely Love. 

Ampb. t (^u'd have fpair'd that £indne&. \Afiie. 
And what did I? ^0/991^ 

A/cm, You ftrainM me with a Mafculjne Embrace i 
As you wou*d fqueeze my Soul out. 

Amplj. Didlfo? 

A/cm. You did. 

Amf/j.Qotd'QxaA thofc Arms that were fo kind— f^^fi^* 
Proceed, proceed [20 /^er. 

A/cm. You wou*d not ftay to fup; but much com- 
plahiing of your Droufinefs, and want of natural ReA-^ 

JjHfff. Made hafte to Bed : Ha,wa8't not fo ? Go on— 
[Afide.l And flab me with each Syllable thou fpeak'lt* 

Pl>4gd. So, now *tis coming, now 'tis coming. 

A/ciH. I have no more to fay. 

Amflp. Why, went we not to Bed f 

Mem, Why not ? 
Is it a Crime for Husband andfiir Wife 
To go to Bed, my Lord ? 

Amph. Perfidious Woman ! 

I 4 Akm^ 
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Alcm, Ungrateful Man ! 
' Jmfb, She juftiiics it too F 

Alcm, I need not juftify : Of what am I tccusM 

Amfh, Of that Prodigality of Kindneis 
Giv^n to another, and ufurpM from me. 
So blefs me Heav'n, if fince my lirft Departure, 
I ever fct my Foot upon this Thrcfhold. 
So am I innocent of all thofe Joys, 
And dry of thofe Embraces. 

Alcm, Then I, it feems, am falfe f 

Amfb. As furcly felfe, as what thou fay'ft is true. 
• Akm. I have betray'd my Honour^ and my Love I 
And am a foul Adultrefs \ 

Amfh. What thou art. 
Thou ftand'ft condcmnM to kc, by thy Relation. 

Akm, Go, thou unworthy Man; for ever go: 
No more my Husband : go thou bafe Impoftor % 
Who tak'ft a vile Pretence to taint my Fame ; 
And, not content to le^e, wouldft*niin m«. 
Enjoy thy wifh'd Divorce : I will not ptead 
My Innocence of this pretended Crime ; 
I need not ; fpit thy Venom ; do thy worfir : 
But know, the more thou wou'dH expofe my Virtv^ 
Like purcll Linen laid in open Air, 
^Twill bleach the more, and whiten to the View. 

Amfh. 'Tis well thou art prepared for thy Divorce : 
For, know thou too, that after this Affiront,, 
This foul Indignity, done to my Honour, 
Divorcement is but petty Reparation : 
But, Unce thou hail, with Impjudence, affirmed 
My felfc Return, and bribM my Slaves to vouch it,> 
- The Truth fhalJ, in the Face of "Tbeheiy be dear'di 
Thy Undc, the Companion of my Voyage, 
And all the Crew of Sea-men Ihall be brought. 
Who were embarked, and came with me to Land,. 
Nor parted, till I reached this curled Door :. 
So fliall this Vifion of my late Retur|i 
Stand a deteded hyt ; and woe to thofe 
Who thus betrayM my Honour. 

^9/: Sir, ihall I wait on you t 
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^Jlmph, No, I will go alone: Expe6l me here. 

\^Exit Amphitryo«5. 
?had. Pleafe you that I [7a Alcmena. 

Alcm, Oh ! Nothing now can pleafe me : 
Darknefs, and Solitude, and Sighs, end Tear^,- 
And all th' infeparable Train ot Grief, 
Attend my Steps for ever—— [l^xlt Alcmena. 

SqJ, What if I fhou*d \yt now, and (ay we have been 
here before \ I nCYcr faw any Good that came of telling. 
'jTrutK. lAfidi. 

Phigi^. He makes no more Advances to me : 1 beein 
ft little to fufpediy that my Gold Goblet wHl prove but 
Copper. [Afide. . 

Stf/". Yes, *tis refolv'd, I will lye abominably^ againft- 
ihe Light of my own Gonfciencc. For fuppofe the 
other &/& has been here : perhaps that ftrong Dog hai ^ 
not only beaten me, but alfo has been predominant upon 
tELj Wifo, and moft carnally n^usM her ! Now, by afk- 
JBg certain QuefUons of her, with a Side- Wind, I may 
come to underftand how Squares go j and whether my 
Noptial Bed be violated. {Afidi.' 

thad, Moft certainly he has learn'd Impudence of ins 
Mafter, and will deny his being here j bat that fhall not 
ferve his Turn, to cheat me of my Prefent ! — \^^fide,- 
Why Uojia I What in a brown Study ? 

Stif. A little cogitabund, or fo ; concerning this difmal' 
Hevolution in our Family. 

^had. But thar fhou'd not mtaKe yott ncgieft yoar 
Duty to me; your Miftrefs. 

Sqfi Pretty SouhT wou'd thon wert j upon Condititn^ 
diat old Bromiavfcse ftx Foot under Ground. 

Pi^d: What ! is all your hot Gourtlhip tome dwindled ' 
ihta a poor unprofitable Wifh ^ You may remember, I 
did not'bid you^abfolutely defpair; 

Stfi No, for all Things yet may Be accommodated,' iu^ 
an amicable Manner, betwixt my Mailer and my^Lady. 

Fbad. I mean, to the Bufeiefs, betwixt you and me— 

Sofi Why, I hope we two never qaarreird?'^ 

Fhadi Muft I rememjber you of a certain Promife thai** 
j;o0-made me at our laft Parting ? 

Ls; Si/: 
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Sef. Oh, when I went to the Army : that I ftpti^d 
Hill be praifing thy Beauty to Judge GHfus, and £ccp 
up his Afie^ons to thee. 

Phitd. No> I mean the Bufinefs betwixt yon and me 

this Morning — that you promisM me 

So/. That I promis*d thee— I find it now: That 

ftroBg Dog, my Brother Sofia, has hecn here before im» 

and made Love to her. ^ [Jfiiie. 

Pbad, You are confidering, whether or no you ihooid 

keep your Promife— — 

So/ That I ftiott'd keep my Promife.-^The Truth on't 
Ui ihe's anotherghefs Morfel than oJd Bmmifa, {Jfi^:^ 
Fbad, And I had rather you ftiou'd break it, in a 
Manner, and as it weie, andin fomeSenfe'*^-^.- 

Sof. In a Manner, and as it were, and in Tome Sedi?» 
thou iay'il ? — I find, the ftrong Doc has only tkkr4 
up her Imagination, and not enjoy 'd her ; ib that with, 
my own Limbs, I may perform the Sweetnefs of his 
Funftionwith her. [Mde^ 

No, fwect Creature, the Promife Ihall not be brofcen j 
but what I have undertaken, I will perform like a Men 
cf Honour. \To her^ 

?had, « Then you remember the Prdiminaries of tiie 

Prefent 

Sof. Yes, yes, in grofs I dp remember fomething i 
but this.Di^bance of the Family has fomtwhat ftupi- 
fy'd ray Memory : Some pretty ^elque cbo/e, I warrant 
thee; fome acceptable Toy, of fmdl Value. ^ 

Phad, You may call a Gold Goblet, a Toy : But I 
pat a ^«ater .Value upon your Prefents. 

^o/, A Gold Goblet, fay^ft thou f Yes, now I think 
' on't, it was a kind of a Cold Goblet ;, gs a GraWty af<- 
ter Confummation. 

Phad. No, no 5 I had rather make fure pf one Bribe 
before-iiand, than be promised ten Gratuities.. 

So/. Yes, now I remember, it was, in fome Senfe, a 
Gold Goblet, by way of Earneil i and it contain' d— 

Phad. Onelaree — 
* Sof. How, oneiarge' < ■ 
Phad, Gallon. 
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So/. No; that was ToiMwhat too large, in Confci- 
ence : It was not a whole Gallon ; but it may contain, 
reafonably fpeaking, one large — Thimble-mll : But 
Gallons and Thimble-fulls are fo like, that in fpeakiagt 
I might eafily mifbike them. 

Phitd, Is it come to this ? Out Traitor ! 

So/, I had been a Traitor, mdeed, to have betmy^d 
tiiee to the {wallowing of a Gallon :. but a ThimUe-fbll 
of Cordial-water is ealily fipt olT: and then, this fame 
Goblet is fo very light too, that it will be no Burden, tm 
carry it about with thee in thy Pocket. 

PJ^^ed. O Apoftate to thy Love I O pegur'd Villain f 
Enter Bromia. 
What arc you here, Bromia ! I was telling him his own r 
I was ^ving him a Rattle for his Treach^ies to you, hii 
Love: You fee I can be a Friend, upon Occasion. 

Brom, Ay, Chicken, I never doubted of diy Kindnefs : 
but, for this Fugitive — this Rebel — this Mifcreant— 

So/ A fund Wdcome, to an ab&nt Lover, as I have 
een. 

Brom, Ay ; and a kiod Greetioff you gave me, at 
your Return i when you us^d me fo barl»roufly this 
Morning. 

So/ The toother Sofia has been witli her too i and^has 
osM her barlkroufly : barbarouHy, that is to fey, iincivil* 
ly : and uncivilly, I am afi:aid that means too civilly. 

IJ/uti. 

i^h^d. You had beft deny you were here this Morn- 
ing! And by the iame Token — 

So/ t^zy^ no more Tokens, for Heaven's Sake, deai? 
fh^edra. 

Now muft I ponder with my felf a litde, whether it bf^ 

better for me to have been here, or not to have beea 

here this Morning. *i^Jide^ 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Phaedra J my Lord's without ; and will not enter 
till he has firft fpoken with you. \Exit Ser*vant. 

Pbad, [To him in private^ Oh, that I couMflay to 
help worry thee for this Abufe j but tbc^ beft on*t is, L 
leave thee in good Hand* — -• 

— r-^^ 
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[Exit Phaedra.- 

Brdfft*. No ; you did not Beat mc, and put me into a 
Swoon, and deprive me of the natural Ufe of my Tongue 
forakuig half Hour: you did not beat me down with, 
your litde Wand : But I (hair teach you to ufe your RocL 
another Time < I fhall. 

So/. Put her into a Swoon, with my litde Wand, and; 
Id forth : That^s more than ever I could do. Thde are 
trrrible Circumflances, that fcMne Sofia or other has been 
here ; Now, if he has litterally beaten her, Grammerqi^. 
Brother ISojii ; he has but done , what I' wouM have- 
done; if 1 had durft : But I am afraid it was onlv a> 
damned Love-figure t and that the Wand that laid her 
aileep, might fignify the Peace- maker. \AJide* 

Brom. Now you are (hufHing up ona cold Scent^ 
fbr feme pitiful Excufe : I know you: Twen^ to one^ 
but you will plead a Drunkenness r You are osM to b« 
Pot-valiant. 

Sofi \ was pumping, and Tdiank her, fhe has invent- 
ed, for me — Yes, Bromia^ I miift confefs I was exalted i; 
and; pofflbly, I might fcour upon thee, or perhaps be a* 
little more femiliarwith riiy Perfon, bytheway olKind- 
nefs, than if Ihad been fober :.but,.pr*ythce, inform me. 
what r did; that I may confider what Sads&dlion I an^ 
to make thee.. 

Brom, Arc you there at your Dog^tricks V You won'd' 
be forgetting wou'd you f like a drunken Bully, thataf- 
fronts over Night, and; when he is calPd to Account^ 
the next Morning, remembers nothing of the Quarrel j, 
and asks Pardon, to avoid Fighting; 

Sof. By Bacchus^ I was overtaken ;. but I'lhou'd be? 
foth that r committed any Folly with thee., 

Brom^ r am fure, I kcptiny felf awake allJMitiit, that: 
idid^in Expeftation ot your Comings {Qryihg. 

Sof, But what Amends d!d I ni^ce:tkee,. when Ik 
camef 

Brom. You know* well: enough,, to my. Sorrow;. but: 
that you play the Hypocrite.. 

£^ I:waixant^Lwas.monfironi]und:tathee.r 

BtMak 
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Srent. Yesy^ monftroos kind indeed : Yoa never fiud ar 
truer Word : for, when I came to kifs you, you puU'd 
auuay youc Moudv and tornrd. your Cheek to. me. 
So/. Good. 

'Brom» How,. Good !: Here*^ fine Impudence : He jur* 
tiAes! 

So/: Yes,. I do jufHfy,, that I tum'd my Cheek, like » 
pnuknt Perfon, that my Breath might not offirad thee: 
§oT^ now I remember, I had eatea Garlick. 

Brom. Ay, you remember,, and forget, iufLas it makef 
Ibr you, or againfl you : but, to mend the Matter, yoa: 
never fpoke one civil Word to me; but ftood like a 
Stock, without Senfe or Motiom 

V- Yet better.^ ^JUS*. 

Brom, After which, I lavingFy invited yott to take, 
your Place m your Nuptial Bed, as the Laws of Matri- 
aiony oblige you : and you inhumanly refused me; 

Sof. Ay, there's the main. Point of the Bufincfs ! Art. 
tiiou morally certain, that I refused thee ? Look me 
BOW in the Face, and fay I did not commit MzXxmxmji 
with thee L 

Brom> I wonder how thou canfl look, me in the Face^ 
after that Refufal. L 

^ Say it once again, that Idid not felomoufly comr 
to Bed to thee I 

Brom» No, thou cold Traitor,., thou know'ilthoadidft: 
oot 

Sof. Seft oTall.;. 'twa& difcreetly^ done of me taab^ 
jbdn. 
Brom. What,, do you ihiiilt upon me too h 
Sof, N», I do notinfult upon you ; — ^but— 
Bronu But what? How was.it. difcreetly donathen^ 
Ha!. 

Sof B6caufe it is the received Opinion ofPhyfidans,, 
tiiat nothing but puling Chitts,. and Booby-Fools are pro- 
ereated in JDrunkenneis.. 

Brom, A teQeiv'd.Qpimon,.Sniyclrguts t III be judg'd 
fcy^ll the Marry^d Women of this lSwn,» if any cmc of: 
'fem haa.rccelv'd it r. The Devil take the. Phyficians, for/ 
BeddUDg,in.QU£ K^eis ;: If aHuIbaad will brrul'dbyr 
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them, there are five Weeks of Abftinence in Dog-days 
coo ; for fear a Child that was got ' in jfuguff, fhou'4 be 
bom jaft nine Montlis after^ and be bleard.-ey*d^ like a 
Mav Kitten. 

So/. Let the Pliyfidans alone ; they are honeft Men, 
whatever the World fays of *em. But, for a certain 
Reafon, that I beft know, I am glad that Matter end- 
ed fo fairly and peaceably betwixt us. 

Brom, Yes, 'twas very fair and peaceably ; to fbike a 
Woman down, and beat her moft outrageoufly. 

So/. Is it poifible that I drubbM thee ? 

Brom. I find your Drift : You wou'd fiiin be provoking 
me to a new Trial now : But, i*faith, you ftiatf bring me 
fo no more Handy-blows ; I ihall make bold to truft to 
my Tongue hereafter : You never durft have offcr'd ta 
hold up a Finger againft me> till you went a Trooping. 

So/ Then I am a Conqueror : And I laud my own 
Courage: This Renown I have atchiev*d by Seldierfhip 
and Stratagem. Know your Duty, Spoufe, hencefor- 
ward, to your fuprcam Commander. [Strutting^ 

Enter Jupiter and Phaedra, attended by Mujiciam 
and Dancers, 

Pbad, Indeed I wondrcd at your quick Return. 

J up. Ev*n fo Almighty Love will have it, Fhadra j 
And the ftem Goddels of fweet-bitter Cares^ 
Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. 
I wouM have mannM my Heart, and held it Ottt» 
But. when I thought of what I had pofTeft i 
Thofe Joys, that never end, but to begiuy 
O, I am all on %xt to make my Peace : 
And die, Jome knows, as muoi as I can di^ 
^ill I am reconciled. 

Phad. I fear 'twill be in vain. 

Juf. *Ti8 difiicuk : 
Bat nothing is impoffible to Love v 
To Love like mine : for I have provM his Forced 
And my Alcmena too has felt his Dart. 
If I fubmit, there*8 Hope. 

Phai. 'Tis poflible I may follicit for you. 

Jup. But wilt tltf>u promifc me to do diy beft f 

thai. 
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* fh^d. Nay, I promife nothing— -unlcfa you begin 
To promife firft [Curt'^iff. 

Jup, I wo'not be ungrateful* 

Ph^ed. Well ; Til try to bring her to the Window : 
You iball have a fiui: Shoot at her*: If you can bring her 
down, you are a good MarkVMan. 

J up, That^s all I afk : 
And I will fo reward thee, gmtle Flutdra 

Phad\ What, with Cats-guts and Rofin ! This Sol-ia 
is but a lamentabli^, empty Sound. 

Juf, Then there*s a Sound will pleafe thee better. 

[7iSvw/W kir a Purfi. 

Pbad. Ay, tkere^s fomething of Mclocfy in this Sound* 
I could dance all Day, to the Mufick oi Chink, Chink. 

[Ti Phaed. 

Jup. Go Sofia round our Ththft 
To PolidAt^ to Tronic, and to Gripus, 
Companions of our War; invite *em all 
To join their Piay^rs to fmooth Jknumti Brow % 
And, with a folemn Feaft, to crown the Day. 

Sof, [Taking Jupiter aiout the Kmus] Let me em» 
brace you. Sir — • [Jupiter pff/Hfes him mivay.} Nay, yoa 
mu/l give me leave to exprefs my Gratitude i I have 
not i^ten, to fiiy eating, nor drunk, to fay drinking, nt* 
' ver iince opr villainous Encampine fo near die Enemy t 
*Tis true, 1 fcapM the Bloody-FUix, beeaufe I had fa 
little in my Bowels to come out ; and I durft let no- 
thing go, in Confcienoe, beeaufe I had nothing to 
fwallow in the Room on't. 

^up. You, Bromiuy fee that all Things be prepar'd» . 
With that Magniiicence, as if fome G(M 
Were Gueft, or Mafler here. 

Sof, Or rather,, as much as if twenty Gods were to 
be Guefts, or Mailers here. 

Brom. That you may eat for to Day, and to Morrow. 

So/. Or, .rather again, for to Day and Yefterday j and 
as many Months backward,, as, I am indebted to my 
own Belly. 

Jup. Away both ofypu. 

iEx^m Sofia and ^iw^jeverally- 

7^' 
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Jttp^ Naw I have pack'd him hence ; thou, other Sofiki, 
(Who tho' thou art not prefent, hcar*il my Voice) 
Be ready to attend me at my Call, 
And to fupply his Place. 

Enter Mercury /* Jupiter, Alcmcna ^^^'Phxdra 
appear abcve, 

yup. See, fhe appears : ISieing Alcmwia, 

This IS my Bribe to Fhadrai when I made 
rRiis Gold, I made a greater God than Jovty 
And ^ve my own Omnip(^encftaway. 

Jupiter 7§/fx to the Mujicians, Sotig and Dana] AfH^ 
fwbicby Alcmcna tuitbdraws, froHuning. 

s^ o n: g. • 

CE LI A, that r once tvas hltfi 
Is now the Torment of my Breajti: 
Since to curje me, you bereaius me 
Of the Fleafures Ipojfeft r 
Cruel Creature, to decei*ve met 
Fir ft to lo^utr ^^^ '^^« '^' kave me r\ 

Bad you the Blifs refut'd- to grant', • 

Then 1 had never ktio%vn the fFant^: * 

But pjfefl^g once the BleJ/tng, 
Is the €aufe ofrrrf Comphunt :: 
0nce pOj[) effing is • hut tafting ; 
""His no Bills that is. not lafiingi. 

ML. 
Celia non^ ip mine no morey 
But I am hers, and muft adorer: 
Nor to leave' hep fwillendeofwuri^ 
Charms, that captin^d me^hefire^. 
Ifo JJnkindnefs can diffever » ; 
Lo^e thai s. true,, is. Love for ewtr.^ 

J up. Oflay; 

Merc. She's gonerand rcem'd t&frowaar parting;. 
^pv EeUow^ and. thou ihaltfe^her fbon appeased : 

Jtcr 
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For I, who made her, know her inward State : 
No Woman, once well-pleas'd, can throughly hate : 
I gave *em Beauty, to iubdue the Strong; 
(A mighty Empire, bat it kfts not long.) 
I gave 'em Pride, to make Tklankind th^ Slave ; 
But, in exchange, to Men I Flattery gave. 
Th' offending Lover, when he loweft lies. 
Submits, to conquer ; and but kneels, to rife. 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Jixpitei fillofving Alcmcna ; Mercury, and PhaDcIrt* 

yuf, f\ Stay, my dear JUmiMOf hear me fpeak« 

V-/ Jlcm, No, I woa'd fly thee, to the Ridg# 



7« 

tVhoi 



And leap the Precipice, to fcape thy Sight, [of Earm^ 

y«/. For Pity 

Jlcm. Leave me, thou migrateful Man. 

yup. I cannot leave you : No, but like a Ghoft, 

tiom your Unkindnefs murdered, will I haunt yotu 

J/cm, Once more, be gone, I*m odkm% to my M£, 
For having lov'd thee once. 

yt^. Hate not the beft arat fiiireft <^ your Kind : 
Nor can you hate your Lover, tho* you wou'd : 
Your Tears, that hdl Co gently, are but Grief : 
There may be Anger ; but there muft be Love. 
Thft Dove, that murmurs at her Mate's Neglc^ 
But counterfeits a Coynefs, to be courted. 

jf/cm. Courtihip from thee, and after fuch Affronts ( 

yMf, Is this that everkliing Love you vow'd, 
Laft Night, when I was circled in your Arms*? 
Remember what you fwoce [too much ^ 

ji/cm. Think what thou wert, and whocou'd fwear 
Think what thou art, and that unfwears it all. 

yuf. Can you forfake me, for fo fmall a Fault? 
*Twa8 but a Jeft, perhaps too far parfuM ;^ 
*Twas but, at mcft,, a Trial gf your Faith, 

How 
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How you could bear Unkindnefs : 
•Twas but to get a reconciling Kift, 
A wanton Stratagem of Love. 

Alcm, See how he doubles^ like a hunted Har6 : 
A Jefty and then a Trial, and a Bait ; 
All Stuff, and Daubing ! 

J up. Think me Jealous, then. 

Mem. O that I could; for thaf s a noble Crime | 
And which a Lover can, with eafe, forgive: 
•Tis the high Pulfe of Paffion, in a Fever ; 
A iickly Draught but Ihcws a burning Thirfti; 
Thine was a Surfeit, not a Jealoufy : 
And in that Loathing of thy full-gorgM Love» 
Thou fawM the naufeous Objedt, with DifdaLi. 

J up, O think not that : For you are ever new: 
Your Fruits of Love are like eternal Spring' 
In happy Climes, where fome are in the Bod, 
Some green, and ripening fon^, while others ^. 

Alcm, Ay, now you tell me this. 
When rous'd Dcfires, and frefti Recroits of Foro^ 
Enable languifiiM Love t» take the Fidd. 
But never hope to be received again : 
You would again deny you were xtoeiv'd. 
And brand my fpotlels Fame. 

J up, I will not dare to juftify my Crime, 
But only point you whef^ to lay the Blame : 
Impute it to the Hufbaad, not the Lover. 

Alcm, How vainly wou'd the Sophifter divide. 
And make the Huiband, and the Lover, two. 

J up. Yes, 'tis the Hufband is the guilty Wreth 
His Infolence forgot the Sweets of Love, 
And, deeming them his Due, defpisM die Feaft. 
Not fo the €mi(h*d Lover cou*d forget : 
He knew he had been there, and had been bleft 
With all that Hope couM wilh, or Senfe can bear<, 

Akm. Hufband and Lover, bodi alike I hate. 

Jup. And I confefs I have defervM that Hate: 
Too charming Fair, I l^eel for your Forgiveneii : 
I beg by thole fair Eyes, \KnitUng. 

Which 
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Which gave me Wounds, that Time can never cure; 
^Receive jUy Sorxows, and reftore my Joys, 

^lem. Unkind, and cruel ! J can fpeak no more. 
yup. O give it vent, Alcmena^ give it vent i 
J merit your Reproach, I wou'd be curs'd : 
Let your Tongue curie me, while your Heart fctfgnrcs. 
Alcm. Can I forget fuch Ufage ? 
Jup. Can you hate me ? 

Alcm. I'll do my bell : for fure I ought Co hate you,, 
yup. That Wwd was only hatchM upon your Toi^iie, 
It came not from your Heart, fiut try again, 
JVnd if, <»)ce more, you can but fay, I hate you. 
My Sword ihall do you Juftice. 
jiltm. Then, 1 hite you— ^ 
Jup* Then y^u pronounce the Sentence of my Death \ 
Al<m. I hate you much ; but yet I love you m(»c. 
J.mp. To-pnore thatLove, then iay, that you forgive 
For there remains but this Alternative; [liif : 

Reiolve' to paodoD, or to punifli tte. 

Alcm. iim^ wjuit I re£uve, appears too f^n : 
In faying that I cannot hate, I pardon. 

Juf, But whaes a PardoR worti^ without a Seal ? 
Permit me, in this Transport of any Joy— — 

\Kiffes htr Band. 
Akm Foitatf ; I am oftnded with my felf, 

[B^timg him pettily anvay %vith her fland» 
That I have ihewn this Weaknefd^*— Let me go. 

Where I naay blo^, alote — ' 

[Goittg and kokhsg had on him* 
JBstt conae, not you ; 
Left I ihould ipoil you^ with exce(« of Fondnefs, 

.And let you bve again [Exit Alcmena. 

Jup, Forbidding aie to follow, (he invites me : \^Afid€. 
Tms is the Mould of which I made the Sex : 
J S^npe 'em but one Tongue, to iay us Nay ; 
lAnd two kind Eyes, to gnmt. Be fure that none 

[7*0 Merc. 
Approach, to intemipt our Privacy. 

{Exit Jupiter afitr Alcmena* 

Mercury 
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Mercury and PhasdnC nmain. 

Mere. Your Lady has madt the Challenge of Reconci- 
liation to my Lord : Kerens a ^r Exampus for as two 
Fhadra. 

Phded, No Example at all, S^ : for my Lady had di 
Diamonds before-hand, and 1 have none of the G«h 
Goblet. 

Merc. The Goblet ihall be forth-coming, if thou wi 
give me Weight for Weight. 

Pbad, Yes, and Meafure for Meafore too, Sofia : tha 
J5, for a Thimble-full of Gold, a Thimble-full of Love. 

Merc.'Wlax think you now, Thadra t Here's % weigj^ 
ty Argument of Love for you. 

\?uUing out the Goblet in a Cafe from under bis Cloak 

Pbied, Now Jupiter of his Mercy, let me kifs thee» C 
thou dear Metal ! [Taking it in botb Honda 

Merc. And Vtnus^ ofher Mercy, Vtx me kifs thee,dean 
dear Bb^edra. 

Pbad. Not fo faft, Sofia I there's a damn'd Profcr 
in your way : Manjf tbif^s bafpen betwixt tbe Cuf aeei 
tbe Lif^ you know. 

Merc. Why, thou wilt not cheat me of my Goblet ? \ 

Pbad^ Yes^ as fore as you would cheat me of my 
Maiden-head : I am yet but juft even with you, for the 
k ft Trick you play'd me. And, befides, this is but a bare 
retaining Fee ; you muft give me another before the 
Caufe is open'd. 

Merc. Shdl I not come to your Bed-fide to Night? 

Pbad. No, nor to Morrow-Night neither : but this 
Ihall be my Sweet-heart in your Place : 'tis a better Bed- 
fellow, and will keep me warnMr in cold Weather. 

\Exk Phaedra. 
Mercuty ahne. 

Merc. Now, what's the God of Wit in a Woman's 
Hand ? This very Goblet I ftole from Grifnsi aiu) hs 
got it out of Bribes too. But this is the commen Fate of 
il]-g( tten Goods, that, as they came in by Covetouf- 
«e{s, they go out by Whoring,—— 
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Entor Amphitryon. 
Oky liere^s Amphitryon again, but 1*11 manage him above 
in the Balcony. \^Exit Merc. 

Jmfb, Not one of tho(e I look'd for, to be found { 
As fmne Enchantment hid *em from my Sight ! 
\ Perhaps, as Sofia fays, *tis Witchcraft ail : 
Seals may be openM, Diamonds may be ftoln f 
But how I came, in Pcrfon, yeftcrday. 
And gave that Prefent to Alcmena\ Hands, 
That which I never gave, nor ever came, 
O there's the Kock, on which my Reafon fplits. 
Wou'd that were all ! I fear my Honour, too \ 
I'll try her once sigain : She may be mad ; 
A wretched Remedy ; but all i have. 
To keep me from Defpair. 

Merc. [From the Balcony ^ afide.'\ This is no very 
charit^le A£Uon ef a God, to ule him ill, who has 
never offended me : but my Planet difpofes me to Ma- 
lice ;aad when we great Peifons do but a little Mifchief, 
the World has a good Bargain of us. 

Amfh^ How now \ what means the locking up of my 
DocM-s, at this Time of Day? [Knocks. 

Merc* Softly, Friend, fofrly : You knock as loud, and 
as iaadly, as a Lord's Footman, that was fent before 
him, to warn the Family of his Honour's Vifit. Sure 
you think the Doors have no Feeling ! What the Devil 
are you, that rap with fuch Authority ? 

Amfb, Lookout, and fee: 'tis I. 

Mtrc. You ? what you ? 

Amfb, No more, I fay, but open. 

Merc, ril know to whom firil. 

Amfb. I am one that can command the Dpors open. 

Merc. Then you had beft command them, and try 
whtther they will obey you. 

Ampb, Do& thou not know me ? 

Mere. Pr'ytbee, how ihou'd I know thee ? doft tho« 
take me for a Coi\jurer ? 

Ampb. What's this, Midfummer-Moon ? Is all the 
World gone a Madding? why Sojki 

Merc. 
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Merc. That's my Name indeed : didft thou thMtl 
)ad fbrgot'it ? 

Jmfb, Doft thou fee mc ? 

Merxi y^hyi doft th6iipreteiui to go inviiiMe ? If t_ 
haft any Bafinefs here, difpatch it quickly ; I haves 
Leifure to throw awty upon fuch prattling Comf 

Jmfk.^Thy Ctmpanion, Slave? How aar*ft u 
this infolent Langpage. to thy Mafter ? 

Merc. How! Thou my Mafter? By What Tide? 
oever had any other Mafter, h\3XAinphitryoH. 

Amph, Well : and for whom doft tfaeu take me f 

Merc. For fome Rogue or othev; but what Rogue \ 
know not. 

Amph. Doft thou not know me for Amphittym^ &Ayt \ 

Merc. How ftiou'd I knowthee, whwi I fee thdu d< ' 
not know thy fdf ? Thoa AmpinttyM ? In what Tavc 
haft thou been ? and how many Bottles did thy BufiBefs^' 
to metamerphoie thee into my Lord ? 

AmpJ!^. I will fo drub thee for this Infolence f 

Merc. How now. Impudence ! are you threatning your 
Betters ! 1 fliou'd bring you to condign Ponifhment, bat 
that I have a great Refpedlf for the good Wine, tho* I 
find it in a Fom^s Noddle. 

Ampi;, What, none to let me in ? why Pha^ra ! Brtf 
mia! 

Merc. Peace, Fellow ; if my Wife hears thee, we are 
both undone. At a word, Phadra and Bromia are very 
l)ufy ; one in making a (>udle for my Lady, and theo- 
ther in heating Napldns, to rub down my Lord, when 
he rifes from Bed. 

Amph. Amazement feizes me. 

^Ure. At what art thou amaz'd ^ My Matter and mj 
Lady had a falling out^ and are retirM, without Seconds, 
to decide the Quarrel. If thou wert not a meddlefome 
Fool, thou wouldft not be thrafting thy Nofe into other 
Peoples Matters. Get thee about thy Bdinefs, if -diou 
haft any ; for I'll hear no more of diee« 

[Exit Meraxyfivm itfcw. 

Ampk Brav'd by my SkVe, diftlonow^d by my Wife, 
To what a dcfp'rate Plunge am I reduc'd. 

If 
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If this b^ true the Villaiu fays ? But why 
That feeble If! It muft be true.; fhe owns it. 
Now, whether to conceal, or blaze th'Af&ont,? 
One way,' I fpread my Infamy abroad 5 
And, t'other, hiic a burning Coal within. 
That preys upon my Vitals : I can &x 
On nothing, but on. Vengeance. 
' £Kter to him Sofia, Polidas, Gripus, and Tranio^ 

Grif, Yonder he is.; walking hailily to and fro, be» 
&j^ his Door; like a Citizen, clapping his Sides be- 
fore his Shop, in a firofly Morning ; 'tis to catch a Sto- 
n^^h, I believe. 

Sof: I begin to be afraid, that he has more Stomach 
to my Side$ and Shoulders, than to his own Visuals. 
How he {hake§ his Head ! and ftamps, and what Strides 
he fetches! He's in one of his damn'd Moods again* I 
don't like the Looks, of him, 

~ Amph, Oh, my mannerly, feir-fpokcn, obedient Slave, 
are you there ! I can reach you now, without climbing : 
Now we ihall try who's drunk, and who's fober. 

S^, Why this is as it fhould be.: I was fomewhat fuf- 
pkbus that you were in a peftilent Humour: yes, we 
will have a Crafh at the Bottle, when your Lordihip 
pleafes : I have fummon'd Jem, you fee : and they are 
npl^Ue Topers, efpecially Judge Gripus. 

Crip, Yes, faith; I never refufc my Glaf5,in a good 
Qparrel. 

jifnph,\Ta. Sof.] Why, thoumfolent Villain ; I'll teach 
a Slave how to ule his Mailer thus. 

Sof, Here's a £ne Bufinefs towards ! I am fare I ran ■, 
as mil as ever my Legs could carry me, to call 'em : 
nay you may truft my Diligence, in all Affeixs belong- 
ing to the Belly. 

Grip, He has been very ^ithful to his Comnu^oa, 
rp bear him witnefs. 

Amph. How can you be Witnefs where you were not 
preioit .? thit Balcony ! Sirrah, the. Balcony ! 

'Sof. Why, tomy. beft.Rcmembraajce^ you newrinr 
vite4 th(s Bs^py* 

Afitphu. 
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Amfh, What Nonfenfe doft thou plead for an Excafr 
of thy fod Language, and thy bafc Replies ! 

Sof, You fright a Man out of his Senfcs, firft ; and 
blame him afterwards, for talking Nonfenfe : — but 'tis 
better for me to talk Nonfenfe, than for fometo doNon* 
fcnfe : I will fay that, whatc'tr comes on't. Pray, Sir, 
let all Things be done decently : what, I hope, when a 
Man is to be hangM, he is not tmfsM upon the Gal- 
lows, like a dumb Dog, without telling him whereTore. 
Amfh, By your Pardon, Gendemen ; 1 have no longer 
Patience to forbear him. 

Sof. Juftice, Juftice : my Lord Grifus ; as you are t 
true Magiftrate, protcft me. Here's a Procefs of Beating , 
gOing forward, without Sentence given. 

Grif, My hot^ Jmphittyenj this muftnot be: Let mc 
4rft underftand the Demerits of the Crin*inaL 

5^/Hold you to that Point, I befccch your Honour, as ' 
you commiferate the Cafe of a poor, innocent MalefaQor. 
Atnfb, To (hut the Deor againft me, in my very Face, 
to deny me Entrance, to brave me from the Balcony, to 
laugh at mc, to threaten me : what Proofs of Innocence 
call you thefe? but if I punifh not this Infoknce — 

[Is going te heat him, ami is held hy Polidas and Tranio,, 
I beg you let me go— 

Sof, I charge you in the King'* Name, hold him fiift ; 
for you fee he's bloodily difpos'd. 

Grip. Now, what haft thou to fay for thy felf, Sofia f 
S4/. I fay, ii> the firft Place, be fureyou hold him, Gen- 
tlemen ; for I fhall never plead worth one Farthing, while 
I am bodily afraid. 
Pol, Speak boldly ; I warrant thee. 
$0/. Then if I may fpeak boldly, under my Lord's Fa- 
vour, I do not fay he lyes neither : no, I am to6 well 
bred for that-; but his Lordihip fibbs moft abominably, 
f Jmph, Do you hear his Impudence ? yet will you let 
me go ?' ' 

So/. No Impudence at all , my Lord : for how cou'd I, 
naturally fpcaking, be in the Balcony and affronting you ; 
when at the fame time I was in every Street of TMes, 
inviting thefe Gentlemen to Dinn^? 

Grip . 
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^rip. Hold a little : kow long &ice was it that he- 
fyoks to you, fvota the iaid Balccmy f 

Amfh. Juilnow; not a Minute before he broi^ht 
yon ludier. 

Sof. Now fpeak my Witneflcs. 

Grip. I can anfwer for him, for this laft half hoar. 

ToL And I. 

Tran, And I. 

%: Now judge equitably. Cattlemen ; whether I was 
aot a ci vil well4)red Peribn, to tdl my Lord he fibbs only \ 

Amph, Who gave you diat Order, to invite *em ? 

S»f: He that beft might ; yourfelf : by the fame token, 
yon bid old Br§ma provide and *twere for a God i and I 
put in for a Brace, or a Leafh ; no, now I think on't, it 
was for ten Couple of Gods, to make fure of Plenty. 

Amph. When did I give thee this pretended Commif- 
fion ? 

Sof. Why you gave me this pretended Comnuflidn, 
w^^ben you were juft ready to give my Lady the Fiddles 
and a Dance ; in order, as I fuppofe, to your fecond 
.Bedding. 

Aff^h. Where, in what Place, did I give this Order ? 

S&f. Here, in this Place, in the prefence of this very 
Door, and of that Bsdcony : and if they cou'd fpeak* 
they wott*d both juftify it* 

Amph, O Heaven f thefe Accidents are fo furprizing, 
the more I think of *em', the more I am loft in my Ima- 



Grip. Nay, he has told us fome Paflages, as he came 
along, that ieem to furpafs the Power of Nature. 

Sojf, What think you now, my Lord, of a certain twin 
Brother of mine, call'd Sdfia^ 'tis a fly Youth: pray 
Heaven yoa have not juft iuch another Relation, within 
3>oors, call'd Amphittyon. It may be it was he, that 
jput upon me, in your Likenefs : and perhaps he may 
£ave put fomething^upon your Lordfhip too, that may 
weigh heavy upon the Forehead. ' 

Amph, [To thofi twho hold him.} Let me go—— Sofia 
may be innoeent, and I will not hurt him : — — * Open 
the Door, I'll x^olve any Doubts immediatdy.J j^ 

Vol. VL K So/. 
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Sof, The Door is peremptory that it will not be opea*d 
without Keys : and my Brother, on the iniide^ is in P(^ 
feilion ; and will not part wWi *en^. 

Jmpb, Then *tis maniieft that I am affironted ; bmk 
open the Door there. 

Grip. Stir not a Man of you, to his Affiftancc. 

Amfh. Doft thou take part with my Adidtrefe too, 
becaulc (he is thy Niece? 

Grip, I take Part with nothing, but the Law; and to 
break the Doors open, is to break the Law. 

Jmpb, Do thou command 'em then. 

Grtp. I command nothing without my Warrant; and 
my Clerk is not here to take his Fees for drawing it. 

Jmph. [4fide,^ The Devil take all Juftice-brokcrs :— 
I curie him too when I have been hunting him all 

over the Town, to be my Witnefs! Rut I'll bring 

Soldiers to force open tlie Doors, by my own Commii' 
lion, [£;r/> Amphitryon. 

Sof. Pox o* thefe Forms of Law, to defeat a Man of a 
Dinner, when he's fharp fct : 'tis a^nft the Privilege of 
a Free-born Stomach; and is no lei's than Subverfion of 
Fiindamentak. {Jupiter abovt in the Balcwf, 

J up, Qh, my Friends, 1 am ibrry I have made you 
wait io long : ypu are welcome ; and the Door Oiall be 
open'd to you, immediately, [,Exif Jupiter. 

Grip. Was not that Ampbitryon? 

Sof. Why, who ihou'd It be elfe? 

Grip. In all Appearance it was he : but how got 
he thither? 

PoL In fuch a Trice toof 

Trau. And after he had jufl left us f 

Grip^ And fo much altcr'd, for th? better, in hisHa- 
mour ? ' 

W: IJere's fuch a Company of foolifh Qucilions, when 
a Aran's a hungry : You had beil ilay Dinner till he has 
prov'd himfelf to be Ampbitryon in form of Law : But 
rll make ihort Work of that Bufmefs : for I'll take mine 
Oath *tis he. 

Grip, I ihould be glad it were. 
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So/'^ How 2^ it wjere ? with your damned Interroga- 
tories, when you ought to be thankful^ that fo it is. 

Grip. [JJide.] That I may fee my Miftrefs Ph^Jra, 
and prefent her with my great gold Goblet. 

Sof If this be not the true Amfhitryon^ I wiih I may 
be kept without Doors, siting and biting my own Fingers, 
for want of Vi£luals ; and that^s a dreadful Imprecation ! 
I am for the inviting, and eating, and treating Amphi^ 
trjon : 1 ani furc 'tis he that is my lawfully begotten 
Lord: and if you had an Ounce of true Juftice in you, 
you ought to have laid hold on t'other Amphitrjon^ and 
committed him for a Rogue, and an Impoftor, and a 
VagabDnd. \fhe Door is open* d : Mercury y>#m tvithm. 
Merc. Enter quickly. Matters: The Pailage on the 
Ri^ht-hand. leads to the Gallery, where my Lordexpeds 

you For I am cali'd another way. 

[Gripus, Tranio, and Polidas go into the Houfe. 

. So/, I Ihould know that Voice, bv a fecret Inftindl : 

'Tis a Torigue of my Family ; and belongs to my Brother 

Sofia : It mutt be fo ; for it carries a cudgelling Kind of 

Sound in it But put the wortt : Let me weigh this 

matter wifely : Here's a Beating, and a Bel^-full, a- 
gaintt no B^ing, and no Belly-full. The Beating is 
bad ; but the Dinner is good : Now, not to be beaten, 
is but negatively good j but, not to fill my Belly, is pofi- 
tively bad — Upon the whole matter, my final Relblu- 
tion is, to take the Good and the Bad as they come to- 
cher. [Is enfriug : Meicury meets him at the Door, 
' Merc. Whither now, you Kitchin-flcum ? From whence 
this Impudence, to enter here without Permiffion ? 

So/, Moft Illuttribus Sir : My Ticket is my Hunger: 

Shew the full Bowels of your Compaffion, to the empty 

"owels of my Famine. 

Merc. Were you not chargM to return no more ? I'll 

at you into Quarters, and hang you upon the Sham- 

les. 

So/: You'll get but little Credit by me: Alas, Sir, lam 
it mere Carrion ! Brave Sojta^ compattionate coward 
^ ; And beat not thy felf, in beating me. 
trc. Who gave you that Privilcdge, Sirrah, toafTarjiC! 
K % my 
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my Name ? have you not Wn fufficien^^ wamM of It ? 
«nd receivM |)art of Punlfhflient already ? 

Sof. May it plcafe you. Sir, the Name is big enough 
for both of us; and we may ufe it in common, like a 
Strumpet : Witnefs Heav*n, that I would have obcy'd 
you, and quitted my Title to the Name; but,whwc- 
cver I come, the malicious World will call me Sojuxy in 
fpite of me : I am fenfible there are two^Jmphitryofisi 
and why may not there be two Sofia's? Let thofe two 
cut one another^s Throats at their own Pleafure : But you 
and I will be wifer, by my Confent, and hold good In- 
tdligence together. 

Mer^, No, no: Two Sofia^s would but make two 
Fools. 

So/, Then let me be the Fool ; and be yon the pru- 
dent Perfon ; And chufe for your felf fome wifer Name : 
Or you ftiall be the eldeft Brother 5 and I'll be content to 
be the younger; tho' I lofe my Inheritance. 

Mer£. I teirthee, I am the only Son oTour Family. 

So/, Ah I Tben let me be your Ballard Brother, and 
the Son of a Whore; I hope that's but reafonable. 

Men. No, thou fhalt not difgrace my Father : For 
there are few Baftards now-a-days worth owning. 

So/ Ah! Poor Sofia ! What will become of thee ? 

Merc. Yet again profenely ufing my proper Name? 

So/ 1 did not mean my felf: I was thinking of another 
Sojiay a poor Fellow, that was once of my Acquaintance, 
unfortunately banifli'd out of Doors, when Dinner was 
- Jull coming upon the Table. 

Enter Phsedra. • 

PhaeJ. Sojia^ you and I muft — Blefs me ! what have 
we here, a Couple of you, or do I fee doi^ble ? 

So/ I would fain bring it about, that I might make 

one of 'em : But he's unreafonable, and will needs incor- 

Iterate me, and fwallow me whole into himfelf. If he 

would be content to be but one and a half, 'twould never 

. grieve me. 

ilf^/T.'Tis apenrerfe Rafcal : I kick him, and cudgel 
him to no purpofe : For iliil \i€h obltinate to Hick to me : 
And I Can never beat l^ #ut of my Refemblance. 
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JPJb^d. Which of yoa two is Sofia f for toother muil be 
the Deril. 

Srf. You had'beft aik hint thathns pUy'd (he Devil 
with my Ba^ and Sides. 

Merc. You had beft afic him who g^e you the Gokl . 
Gphlet? • 

Phad. No, that'^s aheady given : but he Aall beiujF 
5^, that will give me fueh another. 

Mire. I fhid you have been interloping. Sirrah* 
Sof. No, indeed. Sir j I only promis'cl her a G<M 
Thimble : which was as much as comes to my Pro- 
portion of being ^£^^. ' . 

Pi^^^.This is no Zojia for my Money : beat him away^ 
.t'other 5^; he grows infufFerable- 

Sof. [Jfide.1 Wou*d I were valiant, that I might beat 
him' away ; and fucceed him at the Dinner^ for a prag-^ 
matical Son of a Whore, as he is 

Merc. What's that you are muttering betwixt your 
Teeth,.ofaSon ofa Whore, Sirrah? 

Sof. I am fure I meant you no Ofience ; for, if I anm ^ 
nojt Sofia, I am the Son of a Whore, for ought I know;: 
and, if you are Soja^ you may be 4he Son of a Whore> 
fer ought you know* 

Merc. Whatever I am, I will be S^ofia, as long as I 
pl^ie : and whenever you. viiit me,* you fhall be lure of 
the Civility of the Cudgd. 

Sof. If you will proxpiTe to beat me into the Houfe,. 
you may begin when you pleafe with me : but to be 
beaten out of the Houfe, at Dinner-time, Flefh and BkxxT 
can . never bear it. 

£Mcrcury beats him about ^ and Sofia isjiili making 
towards the Door : but Mercury gets befwixt i a^' 
at length dri*ues him off the Stage. 
Thad. In the Name of Wonder, what are you that 
ZteSofiay and zrtTiOt Sofa? 

Merc.'^ l( thou wouldft know more of me, my Perfbn 
is freely at thy difpoiing. * 

Fhsed. Then I difpofe of it to you again ; for 'tis fo 
ugly, *ti5^ not for i»y Ufe. 

K 3 Merc. 
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Merc. I can be ogty or handfome, as I pleafe : go t(» 
Bed old^ and.rife young. I have fb many Suits of Per- 
fons by nie» I can fhm *em when I wul. 

Phifd. You are a Fool then, to put on your worft 
Clothes, whpi you come a wooing. 

Men. Goto : afk no more Queftions ;. I am &r thy 
Turn ; for I know diy Hearty and fee all thou haft a- 
bout thee. 

Pbad. Then you can fee ay Backfide too ; there*! a 
Bargain for yen. 

Merc, In thy right Pocket : let me fee : three 

Love-Letters from Judge -Gr/^^j, written to the Bottom, 
«n three Sides ; full of Fuftian Paffion, and hearty Non- 
fenfe: as alfo in the fame Pocket, a Letter of thine in- • 
tended to Jum ; confifUng of nine Lines and a half: 
fcrawrd and falfe fpcUM, to fhow thou art a Woman ; 
and full of Fraudolence, and Equivocations, and Shoeing- 
hdms ©f Love to him ; to promife much, aud mean no- 
thing ; to fhow, over and above, that thou art a mere 
Woman. 

Pbdtd. Is the DcvH in you, to ice all this ? Now, for 
Heaven's Sake, do not look in t*other Pocket 

Merc. Nay, there's nothing there, but a litde godly 
Prayer-Book, and< a bawdy Lampoon, and 

Ph^d. [GMng a great Frtjk^ Look no ferther, I be- 
fteeh you 

Merc. And a Silver Spoon 

Phad. [Sbrieh'ng.}^ Ah ! 

Merc' Which you purloin'd laft Night from Bromia, 

Phad. Keep my Counfel; «r I am undone for ever. 
/ \Holding up her Hands to him. 

Merc. No : 1*11 mortify thee, now I have an handle 
to thy Iniquity, if thou wilt not love me— — 

Phdd, Well, if you'll promife me to be fecret, I will 
love you : becaufe indeed I dare do no other. 

Merc. 'Tis a good Girl; I will be fecret; and further, 
I will be aflifling to thee in thy Filching : for thou and 
I were born un&r the fame Planet. 

Phad. And wc Ihall come to the fame End too, Vm 
a&aid. 

Merc^ 
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Merc. No, no« iince thou haft Wit enough already t» 
CQCsen a Judge, thou needft never fear Hanging, 

iPbad, And will yon make yourfelf a younger Man ; 
and be handftme i30o ; and rich ? ibr yoa that knovir 
Hearts^ muft needs know, thati fhall never be con^buit 
ta fuck jm i^y old ^ofia, 

■ Merc. Thoa ihalt know more of that another Time : 
In the mean while, here's a Caft of my Office for thee. ♦ 
{He fiamps upon the Ground: fome Dancers come 
from underground: and others from the fides of 
the Stage: jf Song, and a Fanta/IiciDance, 

" Mercurfs SONG to Phaedra^ 



FAir Iris,. I love, and hourly I die. 
But not for a Lip, nor a languijking Eye: 
She^s fickle andfalfiy and there nve agree i 
For I am asfalfe, and asfickk asfl^e : 
Jn neither helieve tvhat either can fay i 
Jnd^ neither hibeinng^ we neither betray. 

II. 

*fis civil to fiwearf and fay things ofcourfe^ 
We mean not the taking for Better for Worfe. 
. When prefentf ive iove j nvhen abfenty agree : 
I think not ^Iris, hor Iris of me: 
ne Legend ofLwe no Couple can find. 
Bo ea^topqrt, or fo equally join' d. 

Jfiery the Dance. 

Ph^^, This Power of yours makes me fufped you 
for little better than a God ; but if you are one, for 
more Certainty, tell me what I am juft now think- 
ing- • . ' 

Merc. Why, thou art thiridng, let me fee; for thou 
art a Woman, and your Minds are fo variable, tlut if s 
K 4 . very ' 
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Teiy haid eren for a God to know diem. Bdt, to fi^ 
tisfy.thee, tfaoa art wiihii^»^ now, for the fame P^wer 
I haveexerdsM^ diattfaoami^teftfiamp^likeme; and 
h^e more Singers come ap for anodier ooi^. 

Fb^ed. QzSy I thinkthe Devil's in yon. Tben I cb 
ftamp in fomebody's Name, but I know not whofe; 
\^amu,^ Comeup, Gentie-foiks, fiomrbebw ; and&ig 
me a Paftorai Dialogue, where the Woman may have the 
better of the Man ; as we always have in Love-Matters. 
[iVim; Singers comi i^ *^^Jhg a Songi 

A Fafloral Dialogue betwixt Thyrfis and /rw» 



Thyrfisv IJ-^'^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^^ Stvai/t "^ 

X ' iFtre in a Jbadj^ Ba^r | 
When Thyriis long in ^ain 

Had fought the Shepherd's Hotfr: 
M length his Hand advancing t^p» hir/no^ 
He/aidt O kifs me longer ^ \ireafi ; 

. Jnd Ung/er jet^ andhiger^' 

Jfyou wHl make mi bleft^ 

II. 

Iris. . Ah eafy yielding Maid^ 
By i'ruftif^ is undone % 
Our Sex is eft hetfay^d^ 

By^j^autptg Ltrisetnfiim* 
Jfyou defite to gain «r/, yur S^firingt i$ rUrtfs % 
Prepare to love me longer t 
And longer yet t and to^er, 

Btforiy^ujballpoffefs. 

Ill/ 

Thyrfis. V>e Uttle Care you Jhow 
Of all my SorroiwsfAfi, 
Makts Death ^ear too Jo%», 

And Life too loi^:to lajln ftdr 
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Fair Iris kijs me kindly^ in Pity of nef fate\ 
AHihinifyfiilh ^d kindly. 

Before it be too late. 

Jfis, Tmfwdly court your BJifs^ 
And no Advances make ; 
'TV/ not for Maids to kifs. 

But ''tis for Men to take. 
So you may hifs me kindly <t and I 'will not rebel i\ 
And kindly fill J and kindfy^ 

But kifs me not and till., 

V. 

ik RONDEAU. 

ChtfOS. Thus at the Height ive love andliwe, 

Afidfear not to he poor : 
We give y and give y and give y and givtp. 

"^Till nve can give no more. 
But ivhat to-Dcg <will take anvay,. 

To Mprrovj vjill refiore : 
Thus at the Height fjoe love and live^^ 

^ndfear not to be poor. 



'\ 



'^ Fh/ed, Adieu, I leave you to pay (he Mufick: Hop«^ 
well, Mr. Planet; there's a better Hcav'n in Itore for 
^u : I fay no more, but you can guefs. 

Mere. \alone.'\%yx<^ Bargain-Loves, as I with Phadra ' 
Are all the Leagues and Friendfhips of the Great [treat, ' 
All feek their Ends, and each wou'd other cheat. 
They only feemto hate, andfeem to love ; 
But Int'reft is the Point on which they move., 
Their Friends are Foes ; and Foes are -Friends again ; . 
And, inrthcir Turns, are Knaves, and honefl Men. 
Our Iron Age is grown an Age of Gold : 
*Tis who.bidi, jnoilj for all Men wou'd be fold. \^Exi(,. 

k 5 . • • AXT* 
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ACT V. S C E N E I. 

Enter Gripus tfwrf Phaedra* -Gnpus^tfi the GobUt 
in his Hand^ 

fk^ei. V7 OU will not be fo bafe to takeit fsom me^ 

I Grip. 'Tis my proper Chattel : And I'll (eize^ 
my own». in whatever Hands I find it 

Pb^td, You know I only ihow'd it you to povoke your 
Generofity, that you might «ut-bid your Rival with a^ 
better Prcient. 

Grif, My Rival is a Thief : and Til indite you for a 
Receiver of ftoln Goods. 

Phted, Thou Hide-bound Lover!' 

Grip. Thou very mercenary Miihcfs ? 

Phad. Thou moil mercenary Magiilrate ! 

Grip. Thou Seller of thy felf ! 

Phitd. Thou Seller of other People : thou Weather-^ 
tock of Government : that when the Wind blows for the 
Subjedl, point'ft to Priviledge ; and when it changes for 
the* Sovereign^ vcer'ft to Prerogative. 

Grip. W ill you compound, and take it as my Prefent t 

Pbad. No : butlUl fend thy Rival to force it fi-om thoe. 

Grip. When a Thief is Rival to his Judge, the Hang- 
man will foon decide the Diffi^nce. yixit Ph«dxu*. 
Enur Mercury, w^jiih two. Sivordi. 

Merc, [5tfw/>^.J Save your Good Lordfhip. 

Grip. From an impertinent Coxcomb :. L aHi out o£- 
Humour, and am in haHe : Leave me. 

Merc. *Tis my Duty to attend on your Lordfhip, andi 
to eafe you of that .undcccnt Burden. 

Grip. Gold was never any Burden,, to one of oo^ Pro- 
feffion.. 

Mtrc. By your Lordftiip*s Permiffion, Pb^dra haa> 
fcut me to take it from you.. 

• . • Cji£i. 
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Gr^. What, by Violence ? 

Mfrc, Ifiil/ Bmving,'] No; but by your Honour's 
Pennifiimi, I ant to reftore it to her, and ^rfuade your 
Lordihip to renounce your Pretenilons to her. 

Grip, Tell her llady, I will neither doone,nor t'other. 

Mire, O my good Lord, I dare pafs my Word for 
your free Confent to both. ' Will your Honour be 

^Bfts'd to take your C&oiee of one of thefe } 

Grip. Why diefc arc Swords : what have I to do with 
thtra ? •" ' ■ 

Merc. Only to take your-Choice of one of them t which 
your Lordihip pleafes i and leave the other to youtrmoft 
Obedient Servant. 

Grip. What one (rf" thefe ungodly Weapons ? take 
Notice 111 lay you hytht Heeb, Sirrah : This has the 
Appearance of an unlawful bloody Challenge. 

Merc. You Magiftrates are pleafcd to call it fb, my 
Lord ; but with us Sword-men, 'tis an honourable In • 
vitation to the cutting of one anpthers Throats. * 

Grip. Be anfwer'd ; I have pa Throat to cur. The 
Law fhall decide our Contro verify. 

^Merc. By your Permiffion, my Lord, it raufl be dif- 
patch'd this way. 

Grip. 1*11 fee thee hang'd before I give thee any fuclv 
Permimon, to diiipatch me into another World. 

Merc. At tiie leaft, my Lord, you have no Occafion 
to complain of my want of Refpedk to you : You will 
neidier refU»e the Goblet, nor .renounce Fhadra : I 
•fl«r you the Combat ; you rcfufe it ; all this is done in 
the Forms of Honour : It follows, that 1 am to affront, 
cudgel you> or kick you, at my own Arbitrement ; and 
I iuj^fe, you are too honourable not to approve of my 
Procwding. 

Grip. Here's a new fort of Procefs^ thati^^as never 
heard of in any of our Courts. 

Mere. Tiiis, my good Lord,, is Law in Short-hand, 
without your long Preambles, and tedious Repetitions,. 
that fignify nothing but ta»fqueeze the Subjeft : There- 
fcjc, with your Lordihip'i Favour, I begin. 

Ifillips him under thiChtn. 
. Grip. 
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Grip. What*f this for ? 

Merc. To.g^veyoaanOccafionofretoni^iiieabaac 
o'th*£ar : that fo, all things may proceed methodicaUx* 

Grip, I put in no AniwcTy but fuf&r a N^Hr^t. 

Mire. No, my Lord ; for the Cofts and Charges are 
to be paid : WiU vou {^fe to xeftore the Cup ? 
. Grip. I have told thee, no. 

Merc. Thwi from your Chia» I n^xA afcend to yom 
Lordfhip^s Ears. 

Grip. Oh, oh, oh, oh. •: — ^Wilt thoo never Yarn 
lugging me by the Ears ? 

Merc. Not till your Lordfhip will]i)e plea^dtohear 
K'eafon. [PuUit^ agaia» 

Grip. Take the Cup, and the Dev3 give thee Jo}r on*t. 

Merc, [fiiil holding him^l And your Lordihip will far- 
ther be eracioufly pleafed, to releafe all Claims, Titles, 
and AAions whatfoever to PB^edra : You muft give me 
leave to adid one fmall mementQ^ for. that too. 

[Pnltif^ bim e^aim 

Or^j I renounpe her^ I releafeher. 
Enter Phaxlra.. . 

Merc. Ito her.l Fb^tdrai my Lord has been pleas'd to 
be very gracious ; without pufliing'Matters to Extremityv 

Fhad. I over-heard it all ; But give me Livery and 
Seifin of the Goblet, .in the firft Place. 

Merc. There*s an Adl of Oblivion fhou*d bcpafs'd too* 

Pbad. Let him begin to remember Quarrels, when 
he dares ; now I have him uader my GirdJe, V\\ cap^ 
Verfes with him to the end of the Chapter., 
Enter Amphitryon and Guards. 

Amph. \to Gripuj.'] At die lafl I have got Poflefli<Hit 
without'your Lordlhip*s Warrant : Phtedra^ tell Jkmt^ 
irtf I am here. 

Phad. rU carry no foch lyine Meflage : you are not 
here, and you cannot be here ; for, to my Knowledge,, 
you are above with my Lady, in the Chamber. 

Jmph. All of a Piece, and all Witchcmftf Aniwer 
me precifely ; deft thou not know me for Amphitryon ? 

Phad. Anfwer me firfl ; Did you give meaPiamond». 
and a Purfe of Gold I 

Amph. 
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Amph. Thoa know^il: I did not. 
Phitil, Then, by the £iiiie Token* I know yoa are 
not'tiie true JmpbUryw : if you uxehe, I am fore I^ 
left you in Bed with your own Wife ; now you had beft 
ftretch out a Leg, and feel about for a Fair Lady.l 

jim^» ril undo this Enchantment .with my Sword»! 
and kill the Sorcerer ; Come up, Qentlemed, and fol- 
low me. [To the Guards^ 
Pbad, rU iave you the. Labour^ and call him down 
to confront you, if yon dare attend him. [Exit Phaednu 
Jl£frr. [Jfiie^ Now the Spell is ended, and Jufittr 
can enchant no moce ; or eue Amphitryon had not en- 
ter'd fo cafily. [Gnpus isfteaiii^ off J] — Whither now» 
Gripus ? I have Bufinefs for you : 5" you ofier to fKiw 
you know what follows. 

Emitr Jupiter, folknu^d hy Tranio amd Polidas. 
ynp. Wluy daces to f^y die Mafbtr in my Houic ? 
lat Noife is this that oalls me fixm above. 
Invades my foft Receis, and Privacy, 
And, like a Tide, breaks in upoii my Love ^ 
Amph, O Heav'ns, what's tms I fee ? 
Tran. What Prodigy f 

FoL How ! two Amphitryom ! ^ 

Grip. I have beheld th' Appeuance of two Suns,' 
Bat mil the Edfe was dimmer than the true ; 
Here, both fhine out alike. 

Amph, This is a Sig^t, thai:, like the (^orgon^ Head» 
Runs through my Limbs, and flifiens me to Stone. 
I need no more inquire into my Fate ; 
f OF what I fee reibivcs my Doubts too^ plain. 
Tran, Two Drops of Water cannot be more like* 
FoL ' They are two very Sames. 
Merc, l^Jfde.'] Our yitpiter is a ^^t Comedfcn, he 
counterfeits moft admirably : Sure his PriefU have co- 
py*d their Hypocrifr from their Maflcr. 

Ampjb. Now I am gathered hack into my felf i 
My Heart beats high, and pufhes out the Blood, 

^Dra^ifig his S*word* 
To give me juft Revenge on this Impoftor. 
If you are brave, affiitme)-*not one itirs : [To the Guards. 

What, 
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What, arc all brib'd to take th' Enchanter's Part f 
•Tis trnc, the Work is mine ; and thus — - 

[Gmg to rufb upon Jupiter; and is heU hy Trai^« 
and Polidas. • 

ToL It muft not be. 

J up. Give him his Way : I dare the Madman's worft : 
But fhll take Notice, that it looks not like 
The true jimpbittyon^ to fly out at firft 
To brutal Force : it ihews he toubts his Cade, 
Who dares not truft his Reafon to defend it. [and Bed r 

Jmpb* \Struggli9ig^')[Thoxi baic Ufurpcrof my Name^ 
No lefs than thy Heart's Blood can wafh away 
Th' Affixmts I have fuftain'd. 

fran. We rooft not fuffet 
So ftrange a Duel, as Amphitrymi' 
To fieht agaiiiift himfelf. [Hands r 

?oL Nor think we wrong you, when we hold your 
We know our Duty to our General : 
We know the Tycs of Friend(hip to our Friend : 
But who that Friend, m who that Gen'ral is. 
Without more certain Proofe betwixt you two,. 
Is hard to be dklingui&'d, by our Reafon f 
Impo0ible by Sight. 

Amph, I know it ; and have iatisfy'd my ielf ;: 
I am the true Ampkitryon, 

7*/. See again. 
He ihuns the certain Proofs ; and dares not ftand 
Impartial Judgment, and award of Ri^ht. 
But-fince AlcnuntC^ Honour is concem'd. 
Whom, more than Heav'n, and all the World, I love j. 
This 1 propofe,, a% equal to us both^ 
^Tranto and PoHtUiSy be you Affiftants,. 
The Guards be ready to fecure th' Impoftor, 
When once fo prov'd, for publick Punifhment s 
And GripMSy be thou Umpire of the Caiife. 

Amph, I am content ; Let him proceed to Examination; 

Grip. [AJide to Merc] On whofe Side wou'd yott» 
pkafe that i fhou*d give the Sentence ? 

Merc, lAfide to him."] Follow thy Confcienoe for once;, 
but not to make a Cultom of it neither ; nor to leave an: 

evil. 
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*Tis a good thii^g to have a Magiftrate under Correoicm : 
Your dd fornkatmg Jud^ dares never gire Sentence a- 
gainft him that knows his Haunts. • 

Polid. Your Lordfhip knows I was Mafferof Amphr- 
tryot^i Ship ; and de£re to know of him, what pafsM in 
private betwmus two at his Landing, when he was jnft 
ready to engage the Enemy ? 
Grip- Let me true Amphitryon anfwer firft— - 
J up, *n4 Amph. together . My Lord, I told him— ^ 
Grip. Peace both o? you : — *Tis a jplam Cafe they arc 
both true ; for they bcydk fpeak together : but for moie 
certainty, let the falfe Ampbiityon q>eak firft. 
Merc, Now they are both filent ' 

Grit. Then 'tis as plain on t'other iide, that they ait. 
hf^mi£e Amphitryons. 

Merc. Which Amphitryon fliall fjpeak firft ? 
Grip. Let the Cholerick Amphtiryon fpeak : and fot 
the Feaceabte hold his Peace. 

Amph. \to ?oUd\ You may remember that I whifper'i 
ypu, not to part ^om the Stem, one fing^e Moment. 
FoUd, You did fo. 

Grip. No more Words then ; I proceed to Sentence.. 
y«5f . Twas I that whifper^d him j and he may re- 
member I gave him this Keafcm for it, that if our Xle& 
were beaten, I might f^cure my own Retreat. 
Folid, You did fo. 

Grip. Now again he*s as true as toother. 
^ran. You know I was Pay-maftcr : What Dire£ti^ 
ins dkl you give me die Night before the Battle ? 
Grip. To which of the You*s art thou fpeaking ? 
Merc. [Afide.'} It fhou'd be a double U :. but they 
have no luch jJetter in their Tongiie. 

A'mph. I or<fcr*d you to take particular care of the great 
^/]f. Why thisis Demonlbation. [Bag. 

Jup. The Bag that I recommended to you, was of 
Tygers Skin ; and mark'd Betir. 

Grip. In Sadnefs I think they are both Juglers : Here^^s 
nothing, and here's nothing ; And then hiccius doccius, 
aai they are both, here ag^. 

• - Tran^ 
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^ran. You peaceable Amfhitrymt jwhat Money 
Acre in that Bag ? * ^ 

^fup. The Sum in grofs, amounted juff to Mq Attkk 
Talents. 
^ran. To a Farthing. 
. Grip^ Paugh : Obvious, obvious* 
Amfh, Two thoufand Pieces of Gold were tyM upior 
t Handkerchief by themfelves. 
^ran, I remember it 
Grf^. Then *tis dubious ag^. 
^1^. But the reH was nQt. all Silver; for thtre wete 
juft four thouiand Brais Half-pence; 

Grip. BeingbutBrafs, the Proof is inconikleraUe : i£ 
they had been Silver, it had gone on your iide. 

Ampb. \to Jvp*^ Death and Hell, you will not per«^ 
fwade me, that I did not kill PtereUut 
Jup, Nor yon me,, that I did. not ei^'oy Akmena ? 
Amph, That laft was Poifon to me.—* \^Afi^ 

Yet there's one Proof thou canil npt oounterftit : 
Ii|,1id91ing Fterelas^ I had a Wound 
Full in,the brawny part of my right Arm : - 
-Where Idill the Scar remams : Nowbluih, Impoflor;; 
For this thou canlt not ihow.^ 

[Bares- hi i Arm,andJhonA3s the Scar^which they aHhokmi 
Omnes. This is the true Amphitryotu 

J up. May your Lordfliip ple^e — ^ 

Grip. No, Sirrah, it does not jpleafe me : Hold youf- 
Tongue, I charge you, for the Cafe is manifeil. 
^up. By your Favour then, this ftiall fpeak for me. 

ffiansbiiArmfOudJko'wsit., 
Tran, *Tis juft in. the iame Mufcle. 
Folid, Of the fame Length and Breadth;, and the Scar; 
of the fame blueiih Colour.. 

Gtip. Ua Jup.\ Did not I charge you [not to fpeak ? 
'Twas plain enough before : and now you have puzzled; 
it again. 

Amph, Good Gods, how can this be f : 
Grip, For certain there was but one Ptereiasi and he 
mull have bben in the Plot againll himfelf too: For he^ 
was killed firll by one of themi. apd then rofe a^^ out 
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ef Refp^ to t'other Jmpbifryon^ to be kilTd twice* 

•TOT, 

Enter Alcmena, Phaedra, and Bromk* 
Alcm, [turning to Pha»L and Brom.] 
No more of this ; it .founds impofiible 
That two fiiott'd be ib like, no Difl&rence found. 
Tbad. You'll find it true. 

Alcm. Then where's AJcmtnas Honour and her 
Farewel my needle(s Fear, it cannot be; (Fame i 
Tliis is a Cafe too nice for vulg^ Sight 5 
But let me come, my Heart will guide my Eyes 
To pointy and tremble to its proper Choice. 

[Seeing Amphitryon, goes to him. 
There neither was, nor is, but one Amphitryon i 
And I am only his — [Goes to take him by the Hand* 
Ampb, [pujhing her a^ayfrom him.] Aw^, Adultrefs ! 
ynp* My gentle Love, my Treafure and my Joy, 
F<ulow no more that hKt and foolifh Fire, 
That wou'd ndi^lead thy Fame tq furc Deftru£lion t 
Look on thy better Husband, and thy Friend, 
Who will not leave thee liable to Scorn, 
But vindicate thy Honour from that Wretch, 
Who- wou'd by bafe Afperfions blot thy Virtue. 

Alcm, [going to hivty who embraces her,] 
I was indeed millaken i thou art he ! 
Thy Words, thy Thoughts, thy Soul is all Amphitryw^ 
Th' Impoflor has thy Features, not thy Mind ; 
The Face might have deceiv'd me in my Choice, 
T|iy Kiodne£ is a Guide that cannot err. 

Amph.Whax\ in my Prefence to prefer the Villain ? 
O execrable Cheat ! I break the Truee ; 
And will no more attend your vain Decifions : 
To this — and to the Gods I'll truft my Caufe: 

[Is ru/bing upon Jupiter, emd is heU again* 
J up. Poor Man ; how I contemn thofe idle Threats! 
Were I difpos'4, thou might*il as fafely meet 
The Thunder lanch'd from the red Arm of Jove : 
(Nor Jove need bhifli to be Alemena's Champion) 
. Bat in the Face of 7]^^//, ihe ih^ be dear'd ; 
And what I am> and what thou art, be knowjEi. 

Attend 
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Attend, and I will bring convincing Proofs. 

Amfh. Thou wooldft elude my Joftice^ and eicape : 
But I will follow thee, thro* Earth, and Seas ; 
Nor Hell fhall hide thee from my juft Revenge. 
J up, I'll fpare thy Pains : It fhall be ^oicidy feen. 

Betwixt us two, who feeks, and who avoids. 

Come in, my Friends : and thou who fcem'ft Jmphitrym i 
That all who are in Doubt, may know the true. 

[Jupiter reenters the Houfe ; 'with him AmphitiyoB, 
Alcmena, Polidas, Tranio, and Guards^ 
MercTYiOM Grifusy and you Bromia, flay with Phaedra : 
} [To Grip, and Brom. 'who are foUonving^ 

Let their Affiiirs alone, and mind we ours : 
Amphitryon % Rival fhall appear a God : 
Bat know before-hand, I am Mercury ; 
Who want not Heav'n, while Phaedra is on Earth. 

Brom. But, an't plcafe your Lordfhip, is my Fellow 
Phaedra to be exalted into the Heavens, and made a 
Star ? 

Ph^d. Whth'ttet'coWes to pafs, if you look up a- 
nights, I fhall remember old'ELindnefs^ and vouchim to 
twinkle on you. . 
Enter Sofia, pt^iftg ^hout him ; and feeing Mercury,* 

is ftarting hack, 
Sof. Here he is again j and there*s no paffing by him 
into the Houfe, nnlefs I were a Spright, to glide in duo* 
the Key-hole.-^ I am to be a Vagabond, 1 find. 
Merc, Sofia^ comeback. . 

Sof, No I thank you ; you may whifUe me long enough; 
a beaten Dog has always the Wk to avoid his Mafler. 
Merc, I permit thee to be Sofia again. 
Sof 'Tis an unfortunate Name, and I abandon it : he 
that has ah Itch to be beaten, let him take it up for 
Sojlai — What have I faid now! Imeanforme; fori 
neither am nor will be Sofia. 

Merc, But thou may *ft be fo in Safety: for I have 
acknowledged my felf to be God Mercury. 

Sof, You may be a God, fbr ought I know ; but the 
Devil take me if ever I worfhip you | for an unmcrci- 
fiil Deity, as you are. 

Merc^ 



•y Google 



Amphitryon. 235 

l/Ierc. Yoa ought to take it for an Honour to be 
drubb'd by the Hand of a Divinity^ 

Sof, I am your moft humble Servant, good Mr. God ; 
bm by the Faith of a Mortal, I cou'd well have fpar*d 
the Honour that you did me. But |how fhall I be fure 
that you will never affume my Shape again ? 

Merc, fiecaufe I am weary of wearing fo villainous aa 
Outfide. 

So/. Well, well ; as villainous as it is, here's old Br9^ 
mid will be contented with it. 

Brom. Yes, now I am fure that I may chaHife you 
fafely; and that there's no God, lurking under your , 
Appearance. 

So/lAy; but you had beft take heed how you attempt 
it ; for as Mercury has turn'd himfelf into me, fo I may 
take the Toy into my Head, to turn my felf into Mer- 
cury, that I may fwinge you off, condignly. 

Merc . In the mean time, be all my Witneffes, that I 
take fhadra for my Wife of the Left-hand i that is, in 
the Nature of a lawful Concubine. , 

Bb^ed* You (hall pardon me ^r believing you, for iSi 
vou are a God : for you have a terrible ifl Name be- 
low ; and I am afiaid you'll get a Footman, inflead of a 
PridI to marry us. ~ Jtwixt us. 

Merc. But here's Grifus fhall draw up Articles be- 

?bad. But he's damnably us'd to falfe Conveyancine : — 
Well be it io : for my Counfel (hall overlook 'em before I 
fign : Come OTiyGripus ; that I may havehim under black 
and white. \Here Gripus r/// ready Fen, Ink, and Paper. 

Merc. With all my Heart i that I may have thee 
nnder black and white hereafter. 

Fbard. [to Grip.] Begin, begin j Heads of Articles ta 
be made, fcfr. betwixt Mercury, God of Thieves — 

Merc. And Pbadra, Queen of Gypfies Imfrimis^ 

I promife to Tbuy and fettle upon her an Eftate, con- 
taining nine thoufand Acres of Land, in any Part o 
'Beeotiat to her own liking. * 

Pbard. Provided always, that no Part of the faidnine 
tboufand Acres fhall be upon, or adjoining to Mount 
fumajfus: for I will not be fobbed off with a poetical 
£Aate« Mer<tK 
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Merc. Memorandum, that fhe be always confiant toi 
me ; and admit of no other Lover. 

Phitd. Memorandum, unlefs it be a Lovpr that offos 
more ; and that the Conflancy fhall not exceed the Set- 
tlement. . " 

Merc, Item, that fhe Ihall keep no Male So-vants in 
her Houfe : Item, no Rival Lap-Dog for a Bedfellow : 
Item, that fhe (hall never plray to any of the Gods. 

Fhied. What, wou'd you have me an Atheift-? 

Merc, No Devotion to any He-Deity, good Phadra. 

Brom, Here's no Provifion made for Childreh yet. 

Ph^ed, Well remember'd, Bromia ; I bargain that my 
eldeft Son (hall be a Heroe, and my eldeft Daughter a 
King's Miftrefs. 

Merc,Th2X is to fay,aBlockhead,and aHarlot,Pi&ir4/rrtv 

Phied. That's true; but who dares call 'em fo ? Then 
for the younger Children: — but now I think on't, we'll 
have no more, but Mafs and Mifs ; for the reft wou'd be 
but chargeable, and a Burden to the Nation. 

Merc, Yes, yes ; the fecond fhall be a falfe Propfict : 
he; fhall have Wit enough to fet up a new ReEgion > and 
too much Wit to die a Martyr for it. 

Phad^O what had I forgot ? there's Pin-mony, and 
Alimony 2^ ^nd feparate Maintenance, and a thoufand 
Things mOre to be confider'd j that are all to be tack'd 
to this Aft of Settlement. 

Sof. I am a Fool, I muflconfcfs ; but yet I can fee as 
far into a Mill-flone as the beft of you : I have obferv'd^ 
that you Women- Wits are coQimonly fo quick upon the 
Scent, that you often over-run it : Now I wou'd ask of 
Madam Pba^ra, that in cafe Mr. Heaven there, ftiQu'd 
be pleas'd to break thefe Articles, in what Court of Ju- 
dicature fhe intends to fue him ? 

Ph^d, The Fool has hit upon't : — Gods, and Great 
Men, are never I to be fuedj for they can always plead 
Privilege of Peerage : and therefore for once, Monfieur^ 
I'll take your Word ; for as long as you love me you'll 
be fure to keep it; and in the mean time I fhall be 
gaining Experience how to nianage fomc ric^ Cully; 
t&x no Woman ever made her Fortune by a Wit. 
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// thunders i and the Company ^within DoorSy Amiphitryon, 
Alcmena, Polldas, and Tramo^ all ceme running out, 
and join luith the refty «who <were on the Theatre before^ 
Jmph. Sure 'tis fome God : he vani{h*dfrom our Sight, 

And told us we fhould fee him foon return. 
Akm, I know not what to Hope, nor what to FcAr. 

A fimple Error, is a real Crime; 

And unconfenting Innocence is loft. 

A fecend Peal of Thunder, After nvhich, Jupiter 

appears in a Machine. 
Jup, Look up,^ Amphitryon^ and behold above 

Th' Impoftor God, the Rival of thy Love : 

In thy own Shape fee Jupiter appear. 

And let that Sight fecure thy jealous Fear. 

Difgrace, and Infanly, are tum*d to Boaft ; 

No Fame, in Jove^s Concurrence, can be loft: 

What he enjoys, he {andUfies from Vice; 

And by partaking, ftamps into a Price. 

*Tis I, who ought to miirmur at my Fate, 

Forc'd by my Love, my Godhead to tranflatc; 

When on no other Terms I cou'd poflcfs. 

But by thy Form, thy Features; and thy Drefs r 

To thee were giv'n the Bleffings that I fought. 

Which elfe, not all the Bribes of Heav'n had bought. 

Then take into thy Arms thy envy'd Love, 

And, in his own J&efpite, triumph o'er Jove. 

Merc, [A/tde.] Amphitryon and Alcmena both ftand 

laute, and know not how to take it. 

So/. [AJide."] Our Sovereign Lord Jupiter is a fly 

Companion ; he knows how to gild a bit-.er Pill. 
Jup. From this aufpicious Night fhall rife an Heir, 

Great, like his Sire, and like lus Mother, Fair : 

Wrongs to redrefs, and Tyrants to diffeizc ; 

Born for a World that wants a Hercules. 
Monfters, and Monfter,men he fhall ingage. 

And toil, and ftruggle, thro' an Impious Age. 

Peabe to his Labours fhall at length fucceed ; 
And murmVing Men, unwilling to be freed. 

Shall be compeil'd to Happinels, by Need. 

[Jupiter is carrfd back io Hea'ven. 
Omnes» 
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Omnis, Wc all congratulate Amphitryon, 
Merc. Keep your Congratulations to your felves,G«i-] 
demen : *Tis a Jike point, let me tell you that ; and the 
leTs that is iaid of it, the better. Upon the whole Mat- 
ter, if Amphitryon takes the Favour of Jupiter in Pa- 
tience, as from a God, he^s a good Heathen.* 

So/, I muft take a little extraordinary Pains to Night, 
that my Spoufe may come even with her Lady, and pro- 
duce a Squire to attend on young Hercules, when he 
goes out toieek Adventures ; that when his Mailer kills 
a Man, he may Hand ready to pick his Pockets ; and 
pioufly relieve hinged Parents. Ah, Bromia, Bromide 
if thott hadft been as handfome and as young as Pb^t- 
dra J I fay no more, but fome-body might have made 
his Fortunes as well as his Mafter, and never the worfe 
Man neither. . 

For, let the wicked World fay what they pleafe. 
The fiiir Wife makes her Huflband live at Eafe ; 
The Lover keeps him too ; and but receives. 
Like Jove^ the Remnants that Amphitryon leaves : 
'Tis true, the Lady has enough in ftore 
To fatisfy thofe two, and eke two more : 
In fine, the Man, who weighs the Matter fully, 
Wou'd rather be the Cuckold, thai the Cully. 
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'Spoken by Pbcedra. Mrs. Mountfort. 

T'-M thinkings {and it mlmojl makes me mad) 

^ H<njo fiweet a Time thoje Heathen Ladies bad. 

Idolatry luas ei^n their Gods o<wn Trade: 

They ivorjhipt the fine Creatures they had made. 

Cupid ^as chief of all the Deities ; 

Jind Love ivas all the Fajhiony in the Skies, \ 

When thefweet Nymph held up the Lily Hand^ 

Jove <was her humble Serifant at Command, 

The Treafury of Hean^n nuas ne'er fo bare. 

But fill there lAjas a Penfionfor the Fair, 

In all his Reign, Adultery luas no Sin ; 

For Jove the good Example thd begin, 

Markf too, nvhen he ufurfd the Husband* s Name^ 

Hotv ci'uilly he fa*v* d the Ladfs Fame, 

The fecret J-oys of Love he ivifely hid i 

But you. Sirs, boajl of more, than e^eryou did. 

You teaxeyour Cuckolds : to their Face torment *em i 

But Jove gave his neiv Honours to content him. 

And, in the kind Remembrance of the Fair, 

On each exalted Son befivw^d'a Star, 

For thefe good Deeds, as by the Date appears. 

His Gedjhip flouriftP d full tvjo thoufand Tears* 

At laft, when he and all his Friefis grevi old^ 

The Ladies gremj in their Devotion cold. 

And thatfalfe Worjhip ivou^d no longer hold. 

Severity of Life did next begin ; 
(And alvjitfs does, vuhen v:e no more can fin.) 
That DoSrine, too, fo hard, in Pra&jce, lies. 
That the next Age may fee another rife. 
fhen. Pagan Gods may, once agaiir, Jucceed : 
And }oye, «• Mars, be ready, at our Need, 
To get young Codlings; and, fo, mend our Breed. 
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To Mrs. y O R D AN. 



M A D A M> 

T N the Hours of Meditation^ when the Mind 
I was on its refearches for a Patronffs to the 
following Petit Drama, I was not long at a 
k>fs for One to whOm I might with propriety 
pay my refpe£l^ The very confpicuous figure 
you teive made upon the Stage, brought your 
Merits to my view, and from thofe 1 thought 
there could be no impopricty in my laying 
this Trifle at your feet. The tutelary S fters, 
Melpomene and Thalia, who prefide over all 
the Scenic Arts, have taken you by the hand 
and placed you oh a pedeftal fo high, that Envy 
lowers her fcowling front whene'er (he cafts her 
jaundiced Eye upon your exalted Station, for 
fow jufily affimiUate the pathetic manners of 
A3 the 
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the one, and fafcinate with the bewitching arch- 
nefs of the other. This perhaps may look like 
flattery, but thofe who know me, know that 
JlatUry is a talent wbieb I mvir yet pojfejfed^ 
and» for the want of which, perhaps . 1 may . 
have hatched fome Snakes and Scorpions who 
have endeavoured to breathe their venom upon 
the bloComs of my reputation. In the prefent 
inftance certain makvoletit Competitors at- 
tempted to fting my rifing hopes and difcon- 
cert the eminent and arduous exertions of the 
Performers, to whom I am fo much indebted on 
this Piece's firft eflay ;— -yet I had the fittisfac- 
tion to fee it baffle all their Spleen, and now^ 
Madam, I fubmit it to the APPROBATION 
of the PU BLIC, and hope it will receive your 
PROTECTION. 



I have the Honor to Subfcribe myftlf^ 
MADAM,. 

your moft Humbb and * 
Obedient Servant, 
GEORGE SAVILLE CARET. 

Store Street, Bedford ftiuarek 
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^Ji£ )PRlNtER higs teavi to oi/er^e 
that the Reviiwers ofTheatricdh in the MOR^- 
ING HtRALD and other refpeefAte PRINTS^ 
wh$faw the Reprefentation^ as well as the Eflitar^ 
of the LONDON, EUROPEAN, NEIV LA^ 
DV&, and other MAdAZINES, havefpoken of 
this New Piece in very Refpe^fulTerms* '* That 
it is replete with wit^ whim^ and good humour y 
^ifid exhibits a well timed fatire on the bent of fan* 
ciful individtuilsj demonjirating that Every Man 
has his Hobby, and that all mankind, are, at fome 
period of Life or otber^ the Dupes, of Fancy • 
Upon the whole tbey pronounce this Farce io 
furpafs me^ocrityy. and its nuritsjujily defervejhat 
kind reception from the Public which it has expert^ 
tnad^* The Author is well known to the world by 
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its LeSfuns on Mimicry ^ Imitatiani,dnd other hu^i^ 
mourous writings ; and ail lovers of dramatic pro^ 
du Si ions and the Public in gmeral^ will he highly 
gratified by a fight and perufal df this Comic Biect* 

On its firft appearance at the Hay Market, fome 
objeSions were made to its length, particuhrty in. 
the Dinner Scency but by the jfutbor's judicious 
curtailment for future Reprefentation^ every ob^ 
jeSiion of this kind will be obviated. It is how- 
ever printed as originally written^ and fucb parts 
of it marked as were omitUdHn the reprefentationm 
It is pre fumed it will be performed this Summer^ at 
many of the ff^atering Places throughout the^ing^ 
domj and that it will be brought forward with 
fome amendment and alteration next Seafon at tba^ 
King's Theatre. » 

THE PRINTER. 
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li 1 K. 

TiKTiM, a Florift, - Mr. Baddiliy* 

G*WB, ft Buttcray Fancier^ Mr* Sort. 
WittiNGroRD» betrothed^ 
to Mift Ttntcm, 3 

Gabt, Mr. Untem'R Sef vRnt* Mr. B an nis« 



Mr. Dionvm. 



TRR> Jqd. 



W M I «• 

MiiM TtvTfttf » Niece to Mr. Tintem, Mi •§ 

CoLLINf* 

DahhXf Miff T!ntem*i Senrftoty * Miss Pen. 

' ■■ ? ■ ' ■ ' ■ 

NrB. Tbi Pmris of this Entertainment marked 
with Inserted Commas thus " " were omitted ifi the 
Reprefentalion* ^ 
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PROLOGUE, 



Writtcft by m Friend of the Author. 



(tRB iLCTOR COMING OH TBB STAGS AS IP IN 

ANGEA WITH THE PROMPTER.) 

T WISH your Prologues all, were in the Scu^ 
•* Y<w*re furc to faddle cv'ry one on mc. — 
Each trembling Author, fliews a frightened mind, 
And cries to me— Pray will you be fo kind 
And fay a woid or two^ to palliate 
The apprehenfions that around me wait.— 
A pretty taflc !— and, nothing more, in brief, 
Than feeling guilty, hollows out — ** Stop Thief!" 
Should the thing pleafe — pray, what do I get by't? 
rH tell you what— I prologuifc each night.—* 
Wit, like a Diamond, U bright and fcarce. 
Our Author's Wit (poor foul) ii all a Farce; 
Youll fee it clearer ere the matter's ended. 
But, faying little, is the fooneft mended.r- 
Tvc got a part to playi— 'tis time to budge. 
Hoping, that while you lifteo, you will judge 
With Mercy— nor make abfolute theCa/e^ 
Lcil the poor Author fall into difgrace^ ^^ 
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ACT I. 



S-CENt I. Tht Kiiden. 

I 

GabV difcoevertd tying on his neckcloth^ and ftenefng- 
iy- to be ad^.iring hiwftlf in the looking glafs.iiljin 
."Dolly c^jwes in and taps him on the Jb wider, 

. D o L L r. 

WHAT Is tJi3t wh'ch yoa are tal^en wiih fo 
n^uch, Mr. Lazy honcj.? why you have been 
booking at yourfelf this half-hour, and now you look 
as if you wgre frightened out of your wits ! 
Gahy. Frighien*d !— -frighten'd at what ? 
Dully. At yourfelf to hefure, and I do not wonder 
at it ; whv your he.?d Uoks like a runipled hen that 
l^s gone throngh a hedge backwurds/ and your face " 
is as pale as a parfB'p. ,^ Pr^r^rfl^ ^ r 

* B Dgtzed by boogie Qud'^ , 



a THE DUPBS OF FAMCYj 

Gahy. You are making me out a ftrange^ creature 
forfooih, may'nt a body tie on one's oeckcloth with- 
om being frightened out of one's wits at the looking- 
gl.^fs ? 

Dolly, Tying on your neckcloth truly ;— hcavcni 
what a floven ;-~why you have not above half tied 
tr ;— 1 fuppofe you will be for making love to me 
with your collar open again.-— You look in the face 
for all the world like the pidure of the ftarved poet, 
in my maflcr's drefling room. - 

Qikhy, Faith an^t iiotfe, j^oa are fuH of yotir fltits. 
Mis; Dolly; but for all «hai, I have heard people 
fay. ihat to be Cfttelefs is to be modifK 

Dolly Modiih, modi/li, ha ! ba ! ha !— I never faw 
fach a modiih ninny as you befoic, it- is enough to 
nuke one ki 1 f^e's fell with Uughing, [ am.fute you 
fliall never £,0 into the priilour fuch a comical figure 
as that-— only look at ) ourft If again . 

Guhy. Why, how would you have me look? 

Dolly. Like a man to be fure.— *Vou that are drawn 
for the militia toor— why yoo ought to look like a 
fblJier ! , 

Gahy. How in the name of patience am I to look 
like a foldier before Tm taught ? 

Dally > Let me-put on your npckcloth, and HI fliew 
you how. 

Cnhy. Ah, that you fliall, and thank you too. 

Ddl^. Kneel down tht n. and you ftiall fee what a 
comely figtjre I willmake t>f you. 
' Gaby, kneel, aye, that IwiH and pr^y too, if you 
likei», my dear little chick-a*biddy. 
(Gaby kntAi ^vhile Dolly ties bis mckdotb fo tight^ 
ihat It almf^p choah him.) 

Dolly. There! there ! fheie!— you Teem now as if 
you had a liule blood in your face, you look like a 
foidier now wlh a wiinefs. 

Qtihj. {Struggling) Murder! mdrdcr! muitierf 
•—Oh, pray ! 

Dolly, Ha! ha! ha I— Well, now fince I hive 
brought you to your prayers 1 am fatisned, and yOu 
iliall be releas'd — but it is a pity you had not been 
cboak'd, you look'd fo pretty. 
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Dollj, And fcould you have Uk'd to have feen mc 
choak'di Doily ? 
Dolly. Choak me if I ihould ;»ot. 
G^. Why, DoUy,«ow that's £b crael of you. 
XM^r. Why ? — becaufc you*re fuch a lazy, lubber- 
ly^ floventy crealuf e- -^Oorv't you know fbai this is 
Saturday, that Aldermao Grub is. coining to vifit 
Mafter, and you've got nothing ready I 

Gahy, Lord help you, be'ani I always ready; what 
would tha weman have i«e to do ? 

Bolijf, What?— ''Why there are aU the knives to 
^ean ; my iViailei's new-vt'ig to^omb out j (he to- 
bacco pipes to way at the cndg } and ihe Cind <iIfK«s 
to be got in re»dirre6-*-yott know that they fmokc 
}like a couple of Ttitk^ I ^ 

Gi^jf. Loid irUfe «e,'1 bi4 fc>igot«n tl^LCo b.e 
fiwe» - 

B*ify» I knew yoo had. yoiiVe a prfcioni wi^^ft <i"' 
ly, ^t iiy Mader wouid not be apt to Tpr^et \o\x i 
fency. If yoii iiad iiot.got iheoi all prepare^i in time ; 
-«^yoo know be u» never fo happy as wh^a (iurouoded 
with fmoke. 

' Gakjt' No*" I aeTiher, Dolly— Lord, it ii my heart's 
delights • . » , 

Dolly. Fnx glad ta bear that, for it convinces me 
that you will make a better. fold ier. 
Cahj, What are they fo tond of fmoke then ? 
Dolly. E\^fy good folrfier is fond of the fmoke of 
gunpowder to be fure. 

Oahy. Oh, I never lik'd that ever fince [ bad like 
to have been blown up with it the la ft Aiih of No- 
vember ; ril tell you^ll about it j^^you inuft know 
that 1 had got a whole poupd of powder, ard was 
making of fquibs. 

Dolly. Making of fquibs was you, and fo, I fup- 

po(e y«u went oFFin a cracker ? \Btli rings. 

Gaby, Odds-bobb'l Matter's bell rings. 

Dolly. Aye, and if he catches you here with your 

guQpow4er (lories, he will be for blowing us both 

up. '^ [£;iffw«/ Gaby tf/?^ Dolly. 

B.2. ' v^ S.CEN E 
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SCENE II. 

(Mr. Tintem is dif covered in bis morning gown and 
vehjtt cap^ furrounded ^witb garden pots^ flower* 
flicks y and a pen fluck in bis cap^ witbivbi^b bi 

marks feme of the labeis,) 

-^Tintem. They fay (hat every man h*s his hobby 
horfe, and without one haa fomething in purfuit, life 
IS as infipid as tripe, without <niiftard or vinegar.— ' 
My hobby- horfe is my flower-gatden, and I can ride 
that with fafety, Tor I ihall ^Oever be afraid of thai 
kicking me in the (loin.ich, or brcalcing my neck with 
ftumbling — I expefl my friend Giub here hy and by^ 
and think that I rtiail ania7.e*him with the variety of 
rolo'jrs, v/hivh T Hial prefeot to hi^n in my attiphi- 
theatrc. — Mr Ijrub has his bobby horfe too, bat H» 
h )ire is a'T)Uttcr fly ; — ! often tell him, that he is as 
fond of purfuing afly, as a fifU ora fwallow,— But I 
ino^ ir^alcc harte, he will be here foon, aiid if wc 
Should not happen to hjiire the dinner on table ex- 
a^J.y at one, Ife will he for dinging me wrth re- 
preaches, and buazing urmy eara like a gnat. 



Enter Gafy, 



tf 



Calj. Did you ring, Sir ? ^ 

Tintem. Yes, to be fure — yet ore would have* 
thought ihat you had forgot it, by your being fo loiig 
in coming— What was you about i 

Gc^hy. Nothing, Sir. 

IHntem. 1 fuppofe fo — I fhould have been angry 
witTi you had you not told me the truth, for that is 
Otoe oflhe hardeft things in the world to get at, 

Gahy. Oh, Sir, I -always tell \\\q truth. 

Tinfem, You are miftaken, I am afraid, and have 
marr*d all ; you only told me truth by way of acci- 
dent, bec^iuie you was too dud of invention, and hiid 
not time to tell me a falfhox^d . . * . 

Gfiifj. I never tell a fallliood, Sir, l>ut when 1 can- 
not help it. ^fintcffu 
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7inUm, Well, — I hope Dolfy told you.tha? Alder- 
man Grub was comiag to dine with m? to day ? 

Gnhy. Yes, Sir. . ^ 

Tintem* And are all things in readincfs? 

Qaby. Yes— Sir,-— No— ^ir. 

Tsntem, Yes, ^ir j no Sir! — there feexns to be a 
li?,and a true faying, both n a breath, which of them 
am I to hdieve? ■* 

Gjiiy. Which yOu pkafe, Sir. . 

Tinf^m, I fuppofe fo— therefore I am inclin'd to 
I)e1ieve that you have got nothing ready, 
- Gfdy. *Faiih/Sir, you have hit it, 

Tinttm, Hit it, haVe I N— Why yon audacious 
^coundieljl have a g^>od nitod to hit you ; J*1J knocks 
ypu dowji, you biOckhe$d*~ Where I* o)/ Wig } 

Oahjf. Upon the tlock. Sir. 

Tinttm. 1 wonder that jo» have it ao^ «v2 their » \%. 
itdrefs'd? . 

" Gafry, No," Sir, not qxiite drcftiVi, 

*Tintim» 1 declare I haye a good nnnd to gi^e Jcn 
ft good dreffing — go to your brbthec block and finiiK 
if hunnediately ; it i« infufFerable to have two block- 
heads Hi the hotife at once. But iirfV talce this« aod 
bid the gardener to place k in the Amphitheatre ) the 
third rowf between thfit of Aitogance and Iiidif^ 
ference ; being a modeft Bower, its blufcei will be tlif 
more diftin6l4y feen. [Exit Gaiy. 

•• What a (trange thing is fear, it fits as tord Chief 
** Juftice oi our Confcience, and oficn extorts a falf- 
** hood, or makes us- tell the truth, by b^ing over- 
*' aw*d from Apprehenfioir of Conviction — 1 hl» fd- 
*' low of rtiine, take hiwi i^ common as a fervarti^ is 
'• not .1 bad one j — ^he tis always an incllaaiion 'to 
*' tell the truth, yet his heart is never couragcotw 
*• ^ftoogh to prevent his giving way toa lallKood — But 
** Kow goes time— (/>w//» fim bis tvatcb) odds to, it is 
**almoft twelve o'clock, we ihall have M«(Ur Gjub 
** Jicr« by «;j^.** ' 

[Rings the UU. 
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Enter Dolly . 

Ddlfy. I)id 70U ring. Sir ^ " 

Tiritem^ Aye, how goes ort the Dinner ? ' 
Dolly, As fad Its the Jack and Fire can malce i;^ 
Sir ;«— Cook, Sir, is broilif>g awaj like a poft-hoifc in 
ihe Dog-days. ♦ 

TtKttm, And if fhe fliou)d h'lppen to he^i mrnutc 
too late, my friend Giub would have. no more mercy 
upon her, than the hrftyiidemponliis jaded fteed. 

Dclly Cook, you know, Sir, is a little rough in 
ler paces,, if he were to fall-foul of her, he niighi 
ftand a chance to be flung and get hts bafiings. 
Tintem. Where's my Niece — Mrs. Prate-apace^ 
T>dly. In herdfelTing room. Sir. 
^intern. Tell her it is Twelve o'Clock— Mr. CJirub- 
will be hew preiently • bid her get ready to receive 
l^im, and not be behind hand, as fhe generally is upon, 
thefe occafions. 

, 'Dolly, Oh, never fear her, ^ir ; (he may l)e ready to 
receive him in erder to pleafe you, but fhe will be the 
more glad to ge^ rfd of him to pleafe herfelf. 

^intern. What do you mean by that, you impudent 
l^aggage,— hey ? - * 

Df^liy, I can h^dly tell what I mean,, myfelf, 5ir \ 
—but there is a certain old gentleman that will ac- 
quaint you foon enough I warrant you. 

Tintem. An old Genilemim I— What old Gentle- 
man, HuiTy ? . ^ 

Dolly. Why, Sir, the old Gentlei»fln that goes fee 
fiiw, (ee fiw in the face of our clock, who has got 
r,nfy one lock of hair on his forehead, and a fcyihe ia 
lis band i — old Mafter Ti.«i e.» 

Tintem Was there ever fucb'infolence? — Away 
with you then, ^^^ dcn*t ftay \o(miyour lime here, 
but mind your bul^nefs, and take care that every thing 
be properly p'aced* ^ C^-**'' Dolly. 

Mean while i;il go/ and take a peep into the garden, 
tnd, like n goo*! ^nd prudent IvEnifter, fee that my 
fcffiirs be p opeily ariao^'d fit for the eye of public 
ir>fj> tlicii. . » [^Exit, 

S^CEKli 
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S C E N fe in. fbeHmfe. 

Enter Mr. Wfi\'inghT& /^tjguife J as a Ba //a J Singer 
fwith Sortgs, 

Here \% the place, and this the temple wherein re- 
• fides the Goddefs of my affect ions : — whik I Tike a 
poor and devoted Piigi ill) have waoder*d hiiher thus 
di(gai8*d, to render up my ofFe/ings, and foot he thofe 
pangs. of love which rankle in* my bread— I have 
taken this difguife» left 1 ihouid be difcover*d by the 
imperious and avaricioys eye of one that is ftx'd by 
fate as a gu^^td to check the inclinarions of her lenient 
bofom.— Therefore will put my little (Iratagem into 
execution, by finging an^ old Engltfh Ballad, and fee 
if 1 cannot attradl the notice of fome of the donieftics ; 
to whom, 1 may commttnicat^ my purpofe, and thro' 
whom I may perhaps have an opportunity of feeing 
the beloved objedl of my heart. 

>«^ (Mr. WiUingford) ^ 

I. 

^ Of all the girls that are fo fmJirt; 
Thcre*s none lijce our, Sally,. 
^Ig^ is tjia darling; of my heart, . 

And (he lives m our Alley. 
There's ne'er a lady, in the land, 
, • That's half fo fvfreet as Sally j 
' i^he is the darling of my heart 
And (he lives in our Alley, 

•■•' 11,.. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets. 
And through the itreets does cry 'em. 

Her mother, (he fells laces long, •- 

To fuch as pleafe to buy 'em : ' 

Eul 
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But fure (ucb ibtfts ctfuld n^'er beget' 

So fwect a girl as Sally ; 
She if» the darling of my hearty 

And (he lives in our Alley. 

HI. 
- When file is by, I leaye my work. 

Hove her fo tincerely ; 
My mailer comes like any Tiirk^ 
And bangs me moft feverely. 
But let him bang his belly fuD, 

T bear it all for Sally, 
She is the darling Qfxxxf he«rt. 
And 0ie liy^i ia oa» Alley. 
IV. 

Of all the days that's in the week, 

I dearly love bat one day. 
And that's the day that comes bctwix^ 

A Saturday arid Alendayv 
jFor then Vm drefs'd, all in my be^ 

To walk abroad with- Sally ; 
She is the daritog of my heart; 

And ikt lives in oitr Aliey« 

V. 
My maAsr carries iue to Church, 

And often am i blamed ; 
Becaufe I leave 'tem in the lurch, 

As foon as text is named i 
I leave the Church in fermon time . 

And flink away to 3Sil!y j 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And Ibe Uvee in our Alley. 
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VI. 

When Chriilmas comes alx>ut again. 

Oh, then I (bay have money} ^ 

1*11 hodrd it up, and box and all, 
, And give it to my honey ; 
Ah, wou'd it we're ten thoufand poands, 
rd give ir to my Sally 5 
• She is the darling of my hearty , 
And (he lives in our Alley. 

'^ . VII. 

My Maftcr ani the neighbours all 

Make game of me and Sally ^ 
And, but for her, I'd better be 

A (laVe and row a Galley, 
. But when my feven lonj; years arc out 

Oh, then I'll marry Sally j 
Oh, then we'll wed, and then well bed, 

But not in our Alley. 

Dolly an J Gaby tnter irk the middle of the Sc^g and 
lijfen^-^and when it isjtnijhedgf* yp f9 Willingfbrd, 
and huy one each , , * , - 

DoJh, Faiii you (ing wcH-, -Mtriler, let mc have 
• one of your Songs, 1 like them vaftly. ^^* 

£ Willlngforrf^f«v« a Song* 
• Gahy, And (b do I, come let me have one, tpo. 

[ Willi ngford gi*ves him t^wo. 
Nay you have given me too many— I gnly aflc'd for 
•ne, and you have given rae two. 

U^illingford, Why did*nt you fay ^ne^ /wo ? and 
that makes a couple to be furei* 

Gahy. Does ir fo, Mr Sharp(hins, but one will do 
for me, I thank you ; tho' 1 wiili it had been Colly 
of our Alley — inftead of Sally of our AH^, then C 
fhould have been fingiog ft til ^f to my fccerheart, 
here. 

Dolly, 
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DoIly» Sweetheart !— jdoVe a prettj fellow for a 
fweetheart to be fure^— come, come^ come along la 
and mind your buftnefs, of elfe inftead of X Jnntet-' 
hearty you may chance to meet with ^fiur face fr6iii 
my Mafter by and bye. 

(jfs they an going WiHJflgford inthrk^i them, 
mmngford.JMXj \ Doflyf 
Dolly. Dolly ! Dolly f— How the de«ct did yoo 
come by my name fo pat ? 

Gaby .Why, I told him to be fure. 

Willi ngf^ri* Don'c you know lile ? 

Dd//)'. Know you f --not L 

Willingfwd. DoVt yoa know Mr. Waimgfefd ? 

[di^^vetinghimftlf by iknmnffg^fht cMf, 
Dolly, Mr. WiJUngfofd! metty tpon i»€| ob!'* 
dear, yofx have almoft fri^btcr*ed me owi of my wta# 
Cahy. A$ fure as J am aKve it if Mr. WtHlngfoidf 
why it has ikruck 0ie almoft Into an £gyptui» Muai- 
a\y»' • 

Dolly. Come in^ Sir, pray come bf and tec m^ 
hide you at faft at I can; I would nocMve my Maf-^ 
ter fee you for all the worlds 

Gaiy. Nor I either— not but that I am glad to fee 
yo\f , don't you be afraid of that.-— Ha ! ha ! ba ! t 
can*t help laughing at it— tbia*is a comical kind of a, 
joke. V 

D»^. Come in. Sir, for htaven's ftke, and let roe- 
hide you,^r|felfe it will be a Tragical pkt^ I'm aftaid. 
Gi^y, A^e, away with you, Sir» away with you 
for your own fake, for Dolly's fsdce, atid for my fake $. 
we'll take c^re of you— rho* hide and feek is. no bad 
game by ^e bye«-*-I know one that will be glad tQ 
find you, 

. [Exeunt Omnes^ 
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S C E N E IV. 
Miit Tintcm in btr dreffing-roomf reading. 

Mift Tintem. T^e ftory which I have beea read- 
ingy p«HB me exa^ly m mmd of poor Mr. WiUiii|^rd 
aed myfeif.—- His 4dier died, and left him iiodii«g 
botagood ediica.tiOny and the wide aad hi^zardoiU 
world CO ramble iAj— *-JfiMr# bequeath'd me all he had 
by his wijif but left me no wU nf ay ^wn r^ht baa 
made me over to the eare of an avaricious uacle* until 
I arrive at thct age of twenty-on^ which, thank hea- 
«veQ, is alinoft at hand i yet he wtfiies to transfer one 
to a beaftly creature, wlioT would fain prefenc himfelf 
to me as a hulband'^but I will die' firft— -I am told 
- they cannot fofce me to marry any body againft my 
will, and fhat is a comfortable confolation.— Ah 1 
poor Mr. Willingford, when I think of thee 

[Doliy fpiaking in a hurry from tbifiair»cafe. 

Doily, Mils, Mifs, Miifey! 

Mifs Tintem. " What's the matter ? 

Doi/y. Come dpwn ftairs and 1*11 tell you. 

Mf/s Tintem, Why can't 3rou tell me while I am 
above ftairs ? 

DoHy, There b fomebody juft come in, who waalv 
to fpcak wuh you. * 

Enttr D^Uy, . . 

Mifs ^intern. I know who you mean, therefor* 
I fli lil not hurry myfelf^ * 

Doily. I'No you don't; if you did, I fancy you 
wbuld talk in adiflFerent drain. 

^^ifs Tintem. Is the gifl mad^— I wifh you would 
nor take the liberty to reafce me in fuch a manner-— 
you know I hat^ the fellow. 

Doliy Whar fellow? • 

Mifs Tinum. What fellow I—why the fellow 
that you are talking about— that nafty, fiifty, wig- 
patted fellow— Old GruU Dgized by Google 
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*Dollj. Grub ! Gruh ! — ^he is no Grub ; he h a 
gentleman every inch of him, an<l a pretty one too. 

Mifs Tiftum. Who is he then, why don't yoa tell 
me? ^ • 

Dt/Zjr. Why, who {h<fa]d it bebut Mr. Willii^* . 
ford? 

Mifs Timttm, Mr. Willingfbrd I— bleis me^ yon 
have ftrack me with aftoniihmcniT— I hope my Uncle 
has not feen liim i \i be has, we fhall have a fad piece 
of work, and all our hopes will be totally ovcriet.— 
Where is my Uncle ? - < ^ 

Dolly. In the Garden. , ' . 

Mifs 7'mtem, And where's Mr, Willingford ? 

Dilly. f have taken care of him, he's fafe enough . 
out of harms way, I promife you. 

Mifs Tint em. Is he ? 

Bolly, ''Aye that he ii&. 

Mifs Tintem. Where is he tlWn ? 

Dol/y : Where do you think ? 

Mifs 7 intern. \ cannot think, ndr do I care» fo 
he is but fafe out olf danger ;-— where is^e P-^-pritliee 
te^! me, girl. ^ ^ 

^ Dolly* Why I have flipped him up the back (lairs, 
InTo my be'd-room, J have got the key in my pocket, 
snd here it is. 

' Mifs Tintem Charming! you. are a dear good 
creature, ai>d I love you for it. — But what is to be 
done J I know not what to do, or what to fay— I am 
all confufion"; I. that ihould at ihis.moment he no- 
thing but conrrivance and maroeuvre, am, by the pre- 
fenl unaccoantable flurry on my fpirits, rendered in- 
capable of every thing, that mi^ht be the means of 
my future h^ppinefs. 

Dotly. I'il endeavour to help you out— Pm not in 
love you know— Pve got no flurry on my fpirits. * 

Mtfs Ttntem. You are the heft of creatures, and 
fliall never have qpcaiion to repent this aft of kindneis. 

Doily, V\\ tell you-^vhat then— you know ray 
Mafter and old Grub, always go poking and pot- 
tering about the garden after dinner, and will be for 
holdmg iht'xt 'Argumentations of an hour and a half 
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long, about their flowers, their butterflies and the 
- deuce knows what. 

Mifs Tintem. Well then — what then ? — my dear 
good girl— what then ? 

D^lly, What then ?— why then you will have no- 
thing to do after dinner, but to let Mr. WiUingford 
know that you are alQi>c and you won^c want com* 
pany, I warrant you. 

Mifs Tintem* After dinner I— Mow you talk of 
dinner, what Is he to do?— Muft the poor dear crea- 
ture (i( ftarving in your bed-room all the time ; I dare 
fay he has not dined j— did you aflc him ? 

Doi/j Dined? — Why I am ("^0 Id that your true 
lovers never want to eat. 

Mifs Tint em. Prithee don't be foolidi. 

Dolly. D.)n'i make yourfelf uneafy, Mifs, 1 v/as 
neither To foolifli or fo bru i/h, but l bad thought 
enongh about me to take care of bim. 

Mifs Tintem. In what refped ? 

Dolly. In refpe6l to his dinner— for 1 have fent 
him up a cold Colkdion as they call it, and p'-ovided 
him with fome veal and hani ; rbe cold giblet pyc, 
fome cold pudding, by way of fettling his love, ard 
a bottle of wine to waui it dowrr whenever he pie iljes. 

Mifs Tintem. Excellent ! — you delight me — 
(Bt II rings.) that is my uncle's bell — Go, and a(k 
what he wants, and let me know iihmedia'ely. 

[Exit Doily. 

I am de'ighied with the franknefs and attachment 
of ibis good naturcd girl, bur extrean)ly agitated at 
the lUie'of poor Mr. WinbgfoTd ; fure it is the mod: 
provoking and tantalizing /ituation in the wf>rld.-^ 
The man I love, and whom I have not fcen this 
month, ro have him under the very roof wjth me, and 
even* r here depriv'd theitght of hiro, when inHead of 
receiving him as I. ought, to have him lock'd op in a 
(late of apprehenfioo and f&ity. is hard indeed ! 
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Enter Doljy, 

D^ffy. MiT'^, cnv Mifter is in the flrangeft mood 
imaginable, ami dcfires tiiae yt>u will comedown iiii- 
med lately. - ~ 

Mi/s 7ttttem. Tell hiui that I am coming (Exit 
Dollj.) he w^ll find me in as ftrange a mood as hinifetfi 
•—I havejuil as Urtle inclination to fit down to din- 
ner, as I have to hear ths converfation that I fim likelj 
to be pellercd with while I am at the table. 

[Exit Mifs T'tnt^Ku 

SCENE V. 



{Chnngii to a drejffing room^ oft J dtfc&njers Mr. Tin* 
tcm buckling gn his ft'Oes, fiill in his cup 'with, bis 
bat o'ver it^ he rings the belU) 

Enter Guhy. 

Gahj. Did you w^nt mcj Sir ? . ^ * 

Tintem \VKert*imy wig, Sirrah ? Mu(l I dine in 
my Niglir-cap think you? j^o and fetch it immediately, 
or I'll have you Jet in the (locks fordifobedtence. 

Gahj, Sir, I have done it--^l have got to the hun- 
dred and foitieih ciul, and have only five more to do. 

Mr. tifuL'tn Five, jcn Scoundrel you. why, if* 
(here had been five hundred Curls, >ou ml^h*-have 
done them before ihis time*- — What is thereafon you 
h^ve nor done it bt'or^e ?-— I infifl upon* knowing. 
{takts himjyy (he Cijil{4i) 

Galy, I'll tell you indeed, Sir, if you won^t be 

angry. ^ ■ _. 

Mr Tiattm, Tel! n>e then, immediately. 

Giily Why then, Hnce the tmth mull out, it 
1 1 muft ;— that bt^ier fury of a Cook, Sir ! 

Mr. t intern \ be Cook ! What has ihc throtvtt 
it upon the fite in one of her Taritruma(^^^^Tp 
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Gafy. No, Sir ;— but ^s I hope to be fav'd^ [ 
was bxkXy getting a fop m the pa;i, and the great fplaw- 
footed creature pufhed medowiiy and fo, to fave my 
head fiotn goiog irito the fire, I tunibrd with my 
hands into the Dripping- pan, which fcalJed my pdor 
fingers fo pauch that 1 was oblig'd to run to Do^or 
fieret's in order, as a body niight fay, to gel them 
nointed before 1 could make ule of them again. 

Mr. Tintem, 1 wiih you and the Cook were both 
ID Heaven. 

Gnhy, Heaven forbid Sir! 

Mr. Tintem Heaven forbid Indeed— Go and 
fetch my wig, I fay, bring it to me done or undone ? 
Gahy. Vm goae. Sir. [Exit Gahj. 

Mr. Ttntsm, Vm out of all patief^te, 
Ri'tnter Gabji, 

Gahy^ Sir, Sir, Sir? 

Mr. ^intern. What is the matter now ? 

Gaky. Mr. Grub is arriVd, Sir, and the clock ts 
juftiipoB the (Iroke of one. 

Mr, Tintem. Bring in my wig, call down my 
, Nitcc, and carry in the dinner. [Exit Gahj. 

. Entir Dally, 

jy^lly. Sir, if you p^eafe, Mifs defires that you 
wUl excufe her comiff^ down to dinner to day. 

Mr.frntjm. Cxcufe ? Til have no cxcufc — ^^What 
. 19 the matter with her now ? 

D$lly. She*i got a fad pain in her ftomach, Sir. 
Mr, Tintem. Pain in her ftomach ?-^A good din- 
i>er is the beft renaedy in the world for a pain in the 
ftomach— tell het to come down immediately. 

{Enter Gahy in a great hmry nvitb the wij^) 
Galrf. Here it is, Sir 5— here it is at laft. 
(He tumbles over ihejkirts of Dolly s gonvn) 

C ^ Mr. Tintem. 
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Mr. Tin/em, Here it h — here It is — No iheic it 
IS— I ihirk there it il — You villain you ve ru«i'd me 
— I vi/h you had broken yo_ur neck with all my 
heart . . 

Gf/ly 'Tw^s not my fault. Sir, 

Mr.Tintem. Not )'oar faui t, ycu Scoundrel ? 

Ouhy No» Sir. 

iViV. Tititem. No ! Who(e fj^ult was it pray ? 

Culy. Doll>'s. Sir. 

Daily, Mine? Oh, Monfterous! -. 

Gahy. Yes, if your confounded long train, had no^ 
Vees itt ihe way, i iliould not Lave had thia mlsfor- 
tu/ie 1 - 

A/r» Th,teM. Why her train fcea\i always to be 
in your way— this is the fecond time to day that you 
have got yourfelf entangled in her Otirts r-Onc would 
ihinic^th It you were blind— Come you bltjndcr-lkulU 
you, put it on as it isj 1 niuft make the b^ft of it 
imw, and fee if you c^n find the way to fliew Mr. 
Gnib itito the parlour; Doily,. run and call your 
Millrefs down, awa/ with you both. 

[Exit Tinfimf D^iy, and.Gabj at tU^iftnt Joon. - 

SCENE VJ, 

{Cbfifiges to a Dinine Parlour^--^ntir Mr, Tintcm 
nnel bis NiiC9 fo Mr. Grub, .. Gabf irin^j in the 
Dinner iind nvniis.) • • 

(Mr, Tintem gives Grub fc hcany jhali€ ly tbi 
band.) 

Mr. Tintem Mr. Grub, 1 am heartily glad to 
fee you— always pun£tual—pun6lual as the clock—- 
you gentlemen of the City look (harp after Time. 

Grub, Coniider the hour, Mafter Tintem, it is • 
dinner time, and my ftomach generally looks fharp 
after that — but my eye, my eye, Mr. 1 intern ai this 
mooient, looks very fhaip after fomeihing elfe~My 

dcar^ 



«| t^^%t MAX R19 HOIIY. |^ 

dear, Mifs Tiarem, hoiwdojou do?— Mjf dear littte 
fweetheart hOw do you do ? 

Mifi Tinttm* I thank you, S!r, but very indifFe- 
renr. ' 

Gri«^. Indifferent !— I'm very forry for that, Luc 
I hppe you wiU never be indiffeteot to me. 

Gmby. {afide) You fecin to be but a very indif- 
ferent creature at the beil. 

Mr, Ttntem* Come my good rricnd— Sit down- 
fay, what J fhall help you too ? 

Grub. Why, Sir, if you pleafe, I will thank you 

for a little of th^p roaftcd Pig— Ipam glad you hav« 

got a young Pig, there is nothin"^ thai I love better 

^ than a young Pig, and eveiy ihing that is young, fo 

dots my dear iiule girl there, I ^o^th fay, doch'at flie ? 

. Cahy. (afuii) Oh, what an awoious dtvil I 

Mifs Tsniem. Wou*d you w.ift mc, Sir, to be 
fond of nothing but what is young ? 

Gruh, No, to be fure, Cfteakinp'wUb lis moutb* 
ful.) 

Mifs Tin/em, Then you never can cxpc^ thai I 
cs^n be fond of you. 

Gr/by. (afitle) That's a doufer for you, oKI one. 

Mr. Tintem. The devil's in the g\i\ to be fure ; 
you'll never get Mr. Grub for a hulband, while ycu 
pafs fucb- compliments as thofe upon him. 

Grub, Oh4 never miml the Iiule Pufs—for as to 
couipliments, and all /bem ibert kind of things, I 
never minded tbtm.-^nzy.^ to tell you the truth, I al- 
ways haled cojyplimenis. {tnting\ 

Mr, Tin/im, I iTioifcld ih'wk it ttrange, indeed, 
if yotf could ^er love them, efpecially, if thty came 
10 the manner ray Niecp bellows rhem on you. 

Grub, Ah, let the liiile thing fay.what flie will 
(he will never be able to make me quarrel wiih my 
Viauals. 

Mt/s 7intem. That I really btlieve {afiJe) 

Mr, Tintem. Will you give me leave to help you 
lo a little of thip roafled Duck — 1 aflure you it rs 
hig]ily (eafon'd $ and feems to be well drefs'd— ;a 
clean plate, Gaby. 
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GruB, Rbafted Duck !— 1 was always vcrjr, very 
fond of a roafted Duck. 

Gnly. What a fond creature it is t^(afiJky 

Mifs Tintem. I dare fay, that will be his anfwer 
to every thing upon the table, {afide.) 

Mr. Tintem, Shall I help you to a leg or a wing. 
Matter Giub? 

Gruk Both if you pleafe, my very good friend, 

Gafy, 'Tis a pity he had not the whole Duck, ' 
feathers and all. (afide) 

5fr, Tintem, Thai's right, I like everybody to^ 
fpeak thcif niind, it fliews the proper fieedoin of fpr- 
lit, and fares a great deal of unnecefTary trouble. 

Grui^, I lihs Freedom, and I hates trouble j— 

J6U may be fureofthat by the fpeeches, you muft 
ave heard me make in Guildhall — I fay nothing now, 
but don^t you think that we are in a fweet friuacion ? 

Afr. Tintem. Sweet ! not very fweet at prelenr ; 
Jor you muft confefs we have been rather foured of 
late. • 

Gruif. Soured— pray by what means ? 

Mr, Tintem. Why 1 think the fweetnefii of otrr 
fiiuaifon has been greatly abated by the high price 
your Company lias fef upon Sugars. 

Gruh, Oh ! that has prcv'd a monftrovs gocd 
ihing to our Company. 

Mr. Tintem, But monftrous things are not at all 
t^mes the moil pleafant, either to the Eye or to thre 
Mind, and I know of no mortter fo frightful, to the 
greateft part of 1ms Majefty*s^ubjeGL^, as that Monf- 
ter cali'd Monopoly. 

Grk^, A Monopoly I I never faw any of ibem 
tl:4re creatures in all my life — Pray» Sir. what are 
they r.ktf ? And what part of the world do thefe Mo- 
nopolies come from. 

Gaby, {aftiie) Lor<^, they are to be fcen at Exeter 
Change or the Lyceum every Dey. 

Mr. Tintem, From all parts I fancy, but it is an 
animal that feeirs to thrive more i*^ this County ihaa 
-any other. 

^ ..Gruh. 
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Grui. Ah, Mafter/Tintem, you feem to be more 
acquaioted with tbefe here matters than I am — jou 
have travelled a good deal you know ^ Vm told that 
yo}i have been toaU the Watering-places in England i 
but as to my part I was never any farther than Mar- 
gate— I went there and came back by Water, which 
made me (b iick of the Journey, that I don't think I 
Ihall ever go there again. 

Mr. Tinteift, No, inde^ ? 

Gru^. No not I — Bfiides they are fuch a fet of im- 
pofing Rafcais, that ^hey would often charge me Six- 
-pelnce for a half- penny's worth of Small BecT, and 
you know one can get a quart of good found porter 
ID London f3r three^ pence half- penny. 

Mr, H intern. Ah, you will find impofition in'eve- 
ry part of the kingdom now-a-days. 

Grub, A little more Duck if you pleafe. 

G/tfy. I knew he'diiniili it. {nfide) 

Mr. Tinttm, How do you IHce it— don't you find 
the fauce raiher predominant. 

Gruh. •• 1 have not tafted any yet — I wifh you 
•< M^ould give me a little of it*'' , 

Mr, Tintem, ** A little of wbat ?'* 

Grub, **• Why a little of the Predominant as you 
** call it,— I fuppofe that is (bnte new kind of fauce, 
•* 1 wilh you would give me a litile of if." 

{Mr. anJMtfs Tintem endeavour uf mother a laugh.) 

Mr. Tift/em. I beg pardon, Matter Grub, but you 
can't help being entertaining. . 

Grub. Aye, that's my way— I'm generally faidto be 
the life of the company. 

Gaby. rU be hang'dif he be'ant as great a Gaby 
as rayfelf. (afi^e) 

Mr. Tintem, Will yoB drink a glafs of wine ? 

Grub. With all my heart, a[nd I dare fay my little 
intended will not reftife to join me. — 111 give you a 
toafty if I can remember one— odda— bobbs I have 
It — I'll give you, ** Love without Jntereft." 

Mifs Tintem. With all my hea^t, Sir. ^^^ 
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fMr, 7 intern. Thai's good— I muft jo^ir 7011 jp^^h&t 
^-^CoiJie, ** Love, without Interett" 
(In the drif^king^ Qx^h geisf9me of the yjtne^du^ji thi 

iwrdftg wajft and coughs txctjp^dj'-^Mr, Tintem 

find Mijs rijefrom tie table.) 

Mr, Tintem Lpcd blcfs yxh what is the matter — 

.wll in Dolly! [rh^s ibe fiell 

:^ahy, Dolly! Dolly! — mtke,hifte, bring id t&B 

fincUiDg-bottle— bring in the har(fh.or;i«-,Mr. Qrnb it 

.•-<^i>j5.-^Some .water wo ! 

Mr. Tintem^ 1 hopeit is no fpafpi. 

' gnter fijffyy 

{ffiefh qh^tle of bar tjhorn intone ban^y and a bafek 
in the other ^^ 

Apply the bottle to his.nofe, and the w^tcr to his 
temples inmiediately— I hppeit i$ no apoplexy. 

Mifs Tintem. No, I donot think it j^thaT^ I fgncf 
It was only the toaft fiuck in bis ftpmach. 

Mr. Tintem. (to Gaby) Tpaft ! Tpaft !^ 
why you damnM villain, have you put .toaft ;5n the 
wine ? 

Gflby* Toaft, Sir !•— foaft 1— Lord, Sir* I nevepdid 
fuqh a foolifh thing in til my life ! . 

Mr. Tintem {to Mifs) ,Why did apt you, fay ihat 
the toaft fluck in bis ftomach ? 

A^rfs Tintem. I op'y IP^ant l]?e fenti mental to^ft 
which he. had given himfelf. 

Mr. Tinte^m.^ Oh, he r/eviyes ! 

Gruh. [recovering) Mcrcy^upon nje, where am I? 

Guby. \n our hpute> Sir. 

Gruh. Oh! my poor h^od— Ohl,BFiy ftomach^ , I 
thought that I /hpu)d have been choaked, 

Dolly . Ah ! poor geUtieman, that woujd have be^n 
a pity indeed I {fiir(afiica(lj) 

Mr, Tintem. Blefs me, my, gpqd friend, I have j>c.cn 
/adly alarmed ;, but; I aflurciypiiv I ana pverrjoyed to 
fee you fo much recovered. 

Grub. I thank ypu, (uy v.efy good friend— I thank 
you. — What, do I fee, my dear little fweetheart ?— I 
warrant Ihe hat been ready to cry at my misfortune ? 
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Afrfs ^intern and Dolly, Ha ! ha ! ba ! 

Gruh. la ih^t the way you (hew your fccHng ?— 
what do you laugh at my affli6lion ? 

Mifs Tinttm, I beg your parcfon, Sir^— 1 did not 
latrgh atyour alH.^ions,. but your exprcffior.s. 

holly. Lord, Sir, do you think that my Miftrefs 
\^ to fall a-crying every timeyojtr choak youifelf with 
^tiog, or fuffocateyourfelfwiih drinking ?— ha ! ha! 

MnTittfim. G^hy and you Mlfs Tartar, take tht 
dinner things away, {fi^y take eivny) and Madam n^y 
Nkce, ycu fliall be confined to your drcfllng- room 
without fociety. \ 

Grttt, Nay, don't ht cruel to her, doD*t baoifh 
her this time ; her laughiog was perhaps only an in- 
nocent froHck— a Hbci^y, you know, that loverf will 
tuke withpne another, now and then. 

** Mr.XinUm, Sir, fhe muft not he indulged in 
" this way — but confole herfclf alone, "till flie can 
•* behave better. 

f* Qrub. Oh, the little piggy-wiggy— it gncves^me 
** to hear fq cruel a decree. 

** Mi/s Ttntem. It is i>o cruelty to me,. Sir, I can 
•* aiTure you. : 

** Mr, Ttntem. There's for you agaib — come, Sir, 
** you and 1 will go and take a peep into the garden, j 
*• ivhtle flie fits a little by herfclf, fo that flie may be !| 
*' foftened byjefledlion. ■• 

•* Gru^. Ah, M*fter Tintem, you are a wag— * 
** you fecm to know how to manage the Ladies to a 
*• nicety — perhaps it may be all for the be(^— My 
•* dear little intended, don't you mourn— don't yo(j 
** get^ piping now by youfelt--a little a bfence, they, 
^* fay, is fonieiimes a great JeJemeni to love — is it, 
"not, deary?" : 

Mifs Tintem. YouMl excufe me if 1 laugh a little — .; 
I cannot help it now, ha 1 ha ! ha I 

Mr» Tintem. Away whh you, M^dam, we ihall 
be back to tea — then fee if you can prepare h in ' 
time, and meet Mr. Grub in a more agreeable hu-f 
«our. 
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Grni. Bj* ky f— <k>n,'t yaq get piping 1 fay. 

JMf/sTiniem. Ha! ha! ha I B/, b| ! ha! ha! 
ha! ha J 

Grwf What d fwepf bewicchiig, yriektd liitle 
devil it i«! [Exiupi^mnft, 
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EnUr Tiatem, Grub* at^i G^b/- 

Ur. finUm. A foe .che?rfiil aftcrnpdn 1 |>roferi f 

drui. The weather i« chearfui enough it is true^ 
kill as to myfclf, I am mcla/icholj^ enough. 

Mr. Tintem. I ain (oiry for thai-^wh^ (hould jOtt 
he luelancholy— what's the matter ? 

0ruk. Thft little ^3iec^ of ybiir's, tpn^ ftrangclf 
in ipy bead. 

Mr. T^inlem. Vm glad to hear that ; *tif a gpod 
%n. 

Gruh. Apd ycJt ipyjnund 19 not perfe^y at ^aie 
abiut her. 

Mr^TipifP^. Better and better ^ill, I ihould be 
forry if it were. 

Gruff, I am very'm«<rb obliged to yop for your 
kindnefsj it (eems to be a laughing platter to you, 
b^t it is eihcrwii^ to uif, 

Gahj. 1 wifti be be'ant love fi<;k pircady. {pf"^*) 

Air, tint fm^ Hal ha I ha I — qi^ite pouched I fee 
— poor Mr. Orub, ihe fefni.s to have got fa^ hol^ of 
you my friend. 

GruB. Nay, not not fo faft as you imagine. 

Mr. Tintem, 
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Mr.7int9m, Wkai is the matter witii you ttienf 

Grub. Why, lo tell you the tr^ith, 1 do not thial? 
fbat ihe feeins to pay aie fo niucb attention as I could 
- wlih* 

Mr. Tiritem. No f 

Chruh No-— —there is very little alFeCiioh, 1 am 
•fratd, about that tittering heart of her*d— -1 doubt 
flic does not love me ti uJy. 

mr, Tintem Not love y<;u ? — never trouble your^ 
felf about that — V\\ malce her love you. 

Grub What, whether /he will or not^that muft 
be a curious fecret indeed, 

Mr. Tintem Aye^ I know the proper phyfic for 
tlic ladies when they happen to be difobedient. 

(rr«U. Phyfic? . V 

Mr, Tintem, Aye, Phyfic. 
' Gnhy. I wiih they may |iot be going to give the 
poor creature love- powder, {afide) 
^ Mr. Tintem. She is in my power at prefent, and 
/h^il m^Tf J yon whether fKe will, or not, and when 
flic is yours, yoii know what you have to do. 

Grub. What is that f 

Mr. Tintem. Why you have nothing to do then but 
to keep her under your thumb. 

Ga^^., Under his thumb! and if he does, I wiflt 
flie Hiay not flip through his fingers. (oJt,ie) 

Grub. I am told there is a Mr. Willing!x)rd,ayounff 
fj^rk, to whom flie turns a willing ear, if fb, it will 
be a difficult iniirter to wean her ot him. 
. Gaby. Vott are right enough there, old Gentle- 
man, {afide) 

Mr. Tintem. Ob, never let that give you any con* 
tern j he is nothing but a Boy, and Beg2;af. 

Giub. As to his being a Begjgar, ihiu will be no 
imp^iment, efpccialiy if ""he has beeri ingenious 
enough to coax her Heart from her. 

Mr. Tintem, Oh, never mind the heart, fo you 
have got (he Body.— Poflcfllon you know is every 
thing. 

Grub. Aye, but the mrad often fets the Body 
capcrinf. d g tzed by GooQle 

^ : Mr, Tintem, 
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Mr. Tittfem. Confound your capering apprchenii- 
ons I fayi^Why, you talk like a Simpleton — what 
and you be afraid of ? 

Gruh. There was a confounded Stag's head, and 
an aukward pair of horns in your hall, which looked 
butt in my lace as I entered your houfeto day, and I 
cannot help thinking them omnious, 

Gahy. What a cowardly old fool ! {ofide) " 

Mr, TinUm. Mr. Grub, Mr. Grulv take Car^ what 
you fay — ** My Niece was the daughter of my brother 
*< — my brother was the fon of my mother, and my 
•* mother was the pattern of Virtue— No, Mr. Grub, . 
•* if you have any qualms of that kind in your mind 
'* youVc miilaken the ftock ;" the blood of the Tin- 
tem's is of a peculiar eye, pure as the pecrlefs Streamy 
and chafte as the mountain Snow. 

Gri/^. And as cold too, Tm afraid. 
. Mr. Tin tun. Cold? 

Gruh, Aye, cold, I think ; — why your niece al- 
ways looks as chilly as an Icicle at me. 

Gahy One would think ilie was d<ad by his talk- 
ing {njide) 

Mf.^Tintem. You don't like the match perhap^s. 

Gruh. Yes, my very goOd friend, I //-w the match 
very well, — bnt — bu'-— 

Mr. Tintem. You would like the money without 
the match 1 Tupppfe ? 

Gahy. The devil doubt him. (a/fde) 

Gruh. No» no — I don't fay that either, your Niece 
is young and beautiful, a little fweet creature any 
body might be fond of, and I will do her thejufticc 
to fay that I think ihe would li^ke any young fellow 
better than me. 

Ga^y. You never faid a truer thing in all your 
life.. (a^Je) 

Mr. Tintem. Well, well, we'll drop the fubjeQ: at 
prefent, and after another interview or two, you will 
be better able to judge of her difpofition. 

Gruh. I think fo too, and therefore let us go ^nd 
amufe ourfelves with a (ight of your Hobby horfe, as 
you call it. 

Dgtzedbj/i^ Tintem 



Mr.Tirtf^m^ And (b yoo ihall ;'^fojou oa> Gabf» 
andceU-Jojifld the g^rcSiener to pUce.this flower as I told 
you before, theo^fetura home, tnd fetch me thekej 
of Che pinery— I have forgot it. 

J[^Givts bim tbijhv^r* 

Guby^ Where did yott fay it was to be placed. Sir, 
bet weeo ign^ranct and mpudince S 

Mr, Tini€m. No,. Mr. Impudence r*— between «r« 
r^anci and indifftnnce^ they are two very fafliioa* 
«ble flowers. \Exif Gtiy. 

Grub. And therefore mufl-iie a Idn to the gentry 
Gaby was talking of I fuppofe. 

MK Tlntim» CoufinGeraunft I aflure yo«« 

^ [Efctutu TriHUm and Grui 



SCENE U. , 

(Tbe Dra^ii^*RHm in TTntem^s ff9uji) 
' Enter Mr. WilHngford, Wiy> Tintenii ««J Dollyv 



Dtlfy. There^rm glad^ou are once more got to- 
gether; and I wiflithat GW Harry would break the 
Ihios of hioi that parts you. ' [Exii D^tty 

- Mifs Tintim. What^ a comical girl ! 

Mr. milif^QfJ. What a good one I fiie has been 
the providential inftrument o7 our prefent blefled in- 
tervrew.. 

Mifs Tintem. Do not call that thing blefled, which 
chance may. have an opportunity of overturning. 

D Mr, miUngftr^. ^ 
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Mr, Willitigford, Mjr dear MiTs Tlntenij^ I reft oh 
hope and truft in providence, you know I im a child 
ot tier's ; and Chance muft be a chor! indeed, fhould 
ilie at this moment thwart nm in my wifhea. 

Mifs Tintem, What are your wirties? 

Mr ^fVi fling for id. It rather furprifes me that you 
fliould aflc. 

Mifs Tintem. I do not doubt but you wii! be polite 
enough to rcfolte me then. 

Mr, Willing ford. Moft certainly, and that from 
my heart — ah, ine-i I wifti that you were mine, but 
that yon know aire ady, and your a&ing liic to tell 
you now, feems as if you doubted me. 

Mifs Tintem, I do not doubt ; but, when I con- 
fidcr the prefcnt ftate of things, I am rather furprifed 
that you fliould pcifevcre in rtinning after me, efpe- 
cially when I ihall tell you what a formidable livai 
you have to encouni«r. ' 

Mr. fVillingford, A,rtv^ll is it poflible?* 

Mifs Tintem.' it is true, and that is more. 

Mr, Willing ford. I am forryfor it. 

Mifs Tintem. And fo am I ; for he is a favourite 
of my Uncle's, and a wealthy one alfo 

Mr. Willing ford. And perhaps you l©ve him too. 

Mifs Tintem. Ybu fhall fee him by and by, then 
you will be able to judge, if it be poflible for me to 
refift him. 

Mr. Wiltingford. Indeed ! this is a circumfta/ice I 
did noiexpeft-} this gives me a pain more exquifite 
than ever I felt before. — Is ii poffible ? 

Mifs Tintem. Is what poffible? 

Mr, Willingford. Thai you rtiould love him. 

Mifs Tintem. Nay, I have not told you that — you 
fliould ftay till you are conviiKed. (Amiable crea- 
ture, but ril torture him no further) [<?/</?— Come, 
come, chear up — one would think that you fufpedled 
me ;— it carries danger with it, if your doubts begin 
to quicken only on report, 

^'' Mr. Willingford. Report' is a d.ingeious fiend, 
** feldom to be credited -, but the doubts I have, arofe 

*!from 
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♦* from what yon faid yoarfelf, and ncfver did I hold 
♦* your word fo flight, as not to credit whatever you 
** have been pleafed to tell me. 

•* Mifs Tintem, 1 do believe you, and therefore I— 
♦* I--I 

•• Mr. Willing ford. Speak out. 

•• Mifs Tintem. It is — It it—** Time enough yet'' 
** as the fong fays^ 

** Mr. Willing ford. But fliall I tell you virhat I 
•* hope you v^as going to fay. 

" Mifs Tintem. That might fliew too much conceit 
** in you perhaps, and put a mHiden to the blu{h." 

Mr.- mHingford. Well ;— it is enough—i fliall 
left facisfied without doing ibe one or faying the other, 
and -trud to the- event. 

. Mifs Tintem, But to dtgrefs a tittle fiopi,the prc- 
fent parley, Dolly told me of all your ftratagem, how 
ihe difcovered you, and that you fang charmingly. 

Mr. Willihgfortli I am afraid Dolly has deceived 
you. 

Mifs. Tintem* Will you give mi; leave to judge ^ 

Mr, Willingford, I can deny you nothing, as I 
Inow you have ger^erofity and candour enough to 
overlook defe£l, when poor EndeavQur docs her ui- 
mod to oblige. 

Miff Tintem. I hope fo. 

Mr, Willingford. I will try to fing you a little 
fong, which I made rcfpedling the fituation of a poor 
recruit, whom I once met upon a journey, lamenting 
that his ill liars had parted him from his favourite fuir 
one. 
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SON G. 

THE POOR RECRUIT* 

L 

Am fvr flMki wt^ ti^if^ ufom* tninity ^mtn^ 

Fuii main m nuearifowm amy^ 
Mjfurfe bas €§ntaftt^i iui afuuifjf ia(f-tmmM^ 

n. 

Wiib rmttP^Hhitn 'wei H ihefiin : ^ 

Of my knap-fatk gr9wn fir'ds fvtftughtfw^ai^^ 
At^mi9 frimMy 1%^ aU imfi vtlwiu 

la 

J'v h^p^i that jfW Fortune^ in iurni^^ber wbt^f-, 
IVquU caft mtyperchanct^ sn the place ^ 

Where the tvounJ in my hofim 'w^u'd inftantlj twi 
jit tbejight ef my Sally' $ dear face. 

/ - y^' 

She grieves ^ fer Jhe knows hew I'm defiirCd te ream. 

On the fire nptb of my furlovo to reft ; 
And thenfhe off wfbes her Allen at bowse ^ 

to bury bis cafes in bkr breaft. 

« 

Enter 
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JEnter D$lly in a bnjrj. 

Doily. I beg pardon for interropling you, but I 
could not help telling you that Gaby' is juft re^uin'd 
from the Garden, and fays, there had lik« to have 
been a fad piece of work about you both. 

Mifs Ttntem. What was the mitter then ? 

Mr Willing }\rd. Do the/ know that I am here ? 

DQlIy No— but Maliec and old Grub bad like to 
have quarrelled abput you. 

Mifs Tint em. In what rtfpeft? 

Dolly, Why Mr. Grub had found out, (fi^ving 
your preience, Mifs) that you bad an afFtdlTon forMr. 
Willi ngford • 

Mifs Tt'ntfm. Tha< is odd indeed — affedtion for 
Mr Willinglord ! — who could tell hiin fucK a ptecb 
of news j^i thai — it is more than Mr. Willingford 
knov.s himfelf. 

Ddiy, Lord, Mifs — but Til 6y no more. 

Mr. Willingford, What had this quarrel like to 
have rifen from ? 

Dally. What ? — why Mr Grub was jealous of you 
to be fure; and talked about the pair of.ftag^s horns in 
the hall flaring hiiu in the face this morning, which 
bad given him (he qualms*. 

Mr. Willingfprd. \ vi^i/h they had butted him in 
the (lomach, with all my heart. 

Mifs Tintem. i have not ability to find out all this 
loyftery, I coofefs. 

Mr. Willingford 'Tis no matter. 

Dolly^ I dHie fey they will quarrel, I am fare it 
would be the higheft entertainment to you both, were 
you to go and liflen to their comical converfation. 

Mr. Willingford. la this Mr. Grub, as you call 
him, the gentleman ybu (ignified to be my rival ? 

Mifs Tintem. The 'fame; I promifeH rhat you 

ihould fee him ; therefore we can go a*id Hand with 

^fafety and unfeen behind the old yew hedge rear the 

amphitheatre, ivhere you may .it once behold bis 

4cliciou5 perfon, and hear his bewitching converfation. 

- D 3 Mr. Willingford.. 
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Mr. WiUingf^rd. Agreed. 

Mifs f intern ^ Dolly* yon matk ^ fure to take 
** care, fliouid we be put to %ht* to find a ready 
•• flielter again for Mr. AVillingford. 

*• Dtlly. Pat to flight 1^1 know of no ihdterin 
** fttch a ca(e, that would be (o convenient as a tight 
** poft chaife and four good hories, to harry you both 
^ out of banns i^»y in an inftant. 

•• Mr. WiUingf9rd. An excellent thought. 

•• Mifi Tiniem. U the gh^l bewitched ? 

•* Di/fy. Not fo bewitched, but I could tdl yoa 
** which would be the beA road you coald take. 

•• Mr. Willingford. Bravo I 

*• Mifs TittUm. Prithee, girl, don't be foc^iA ; 
•* come let us go and liften to the learned dt^uiiitionv 
^* of nfy fagacious Uncle, and the trite obfervatibns 
** of your Riore focmidabk rival. 

•« Mr. WiU^9rd.W\ik all *iy heart." 

Exeunt QmntB^ 



SCENE HI. 



{The Garden, tuitb a view 9/ the Amphitbeaire) 



Enter Mr Tintem eindGfah. 



Mr. Tintem. Here they are, Mr. Grub — hefc art 

my beauties — there's a dirpfey for you^-^here's an 

3 



arrange- 
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irrangetacnt, art the colours of the raitbow ; the eye 
is Tavffticd with bj&hold^'g, and the nofe with (mel- 
liiftg. , ^ 

Grub. Thi$i» truly a fioe fight, Mafter Timem. 

H^r. ^Hiem. fine indeed I though I fa/ it, Mr. 
Grub ;—* -this is nanife in her holidaj cloaths ; yon fi^y 
ycfu are fond of flowers, Mr. Grub. 

Grieh. So fotrd of them, that ! always buy a half- 
pcnriy noftgsty when I Cari, and ftick it in my bofooi 
wben^?er 1 go to church on a funday. 

3fr, Tirttem. Ha \ ha ! ha ! — ^ hatfpeony nofc- 
gty, Mr.Grtfb ? — I teg your pardon, but you make 
me laugh — m halfpenny nofegay truly — they muft 
have been weeds, my good friend ; — weeds — what fort 
of flowers could they have been ^ 

Gruh. Sometioles a bunch of primrofes, or the 
lilliesorthe vaU^y^at other times I have treated my. 
ftif with afcW pale fnow-drops, or yellow crocufeti 
which to^ my opinion, are the firll of flowers. 

Mr. Tintem. The firft or flowers — ha 1 ha ! ha ! 
' Grtth, Yon mtift acknowledge that they are gene- 
rally the firft in the feafort. 

Mr. Tin/em. I will acknowledge* that they are the 
firft coloured weeds which the fpnng chrows upi but 
we do not pface ihemr under the dtnoniinaiion of 
flowers. 

Gru£. No] 
, Afn TfnUm, Np— you t^lk of pijtriDg a whole 
bunch of flowers in yotrr bofom for a halfpenny ; 
when many a fingle root of fome of %ht flowers now 
before you, have coft me ten, twenty, nay thirty 
pounds. 

Gruif. Mercy on me ;— why y^u make me tremble 
at the very idc$. . 

Mr, Tinte'fh. Wby fhotrld you tremble about it, 
when I have, told you if is my Hobby- horfe; ard 
there are nmny of your high-flying d. ihers of the 
Turf, will give you a ihOufand or fifteen hundred gui- 
neas for a Hobby-horfe, that (hall crack a hole in the 
Fonune, or break the neck of his Kider, before he 
has had him a Week. - _ 
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Gruk Mercy on us ; — when I think on the foltks 
and extravagancies of the age. I blefs u*/ ft*is, liiat 
1 happened to be born with fo much piudence about 
4?ie. 

Mr. Tintem. Come come, Mr Prudence, do not 
arrogate to much to your own merit j — jou have got 
your Hobhy-horfe too ;— 1 am told that you. had th© 
liberality, when vou was at Mr. Lotium's audiooT 
the other day, fo give twenty guineas for a frame of- 
dead butieifiies. 

Grub Wh) that is neiiSer here er tbere^ as the 
faying is— We will not t?i\k. r>f them there things ]u(l 
no V , but as to the matter of ihat^ I don*t kn9W why 
I fKouU not have ny Hobby -horfe, as you ^aJl it,, 
as well as an* boay elfe, - ' 

Mr, Tintem. To be fure — ^to be fure ; — yooFS yoa 
know is a fly, and mine is a flower, that is the difFc- 
rence — fo we will drop the prefent parley, and look 
before us. 

£«/tfr Mr. Willi ngford, Mifs Tin tern, Dolly tf«^ Ga- 
by, behind the Teiv Hedge* 

Gahy. There they arc, bard at it. 

*Mifs Tintem. Hold your impertinence, Mr. Siin- 
pleton, ifweftiould be difcovered, it will mar al!^ 
{aftdf) 

Mr. Tint em. Here Mr. Grub, here's a flower for 
you, wh c do you think 1 call thi*^ 

Gruh. Nay, I can't tell. 

Mr, Tintem. 6id you never fee a lign which bore 
a refcmblance to this 

Gruh, A fign ? — I have feen the (Ign of the Fhtuer- 
de-Lucey ; the Rofe and Crown, and riie Scotch 
Thiule, which I fuppofe is one of the Flowers of 
Ediffhorougb. £an innvard laugh from behind^ 

Mr. Tintem. Aye, but that is fiof^lhe Idea — did 
you never fee the fign of a General hke this flower ? 

Gruh. A Generitl ! 

Mr.Tintemi^ 
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Mr^ ^intern. Aye, a General ? 
Gruh, No truly. ^ 

Mr. 7*/if/»«. Why then, Fll tell you— That is the 
Duke of Cumberland I 
Crtf^, The Dufce of Curftberland ! 
A^. Tintem. Aye, the Great Duke of Cuaiber- 
lafid ;-<^that .flower Hjadvitsfirft appearance in the 
Botanical world, in the Rdjellion, Forty fife ;— was 
oam'd in honor of the Britifti hero of that day, and 
fuch a flower as this is enotigh to immOrtalifte the 
uxtxaorj of any General » the Ivorld. 
Gfu^4 What, is it tin Evergreen, then? 

[a UttkHng fremhebinJm 
Mr. Tmtem. An Ewrgreen ?-^bleis t*he man- 
Why, you feem to have no idea of vegetal i'on at all i 
-^no more tafte&r a flower, than I Iwi^ for a dead 
butterfly. 

Gru^. Yes, I have generally got a good tafle for 
iheoi, when they produce a* good fmell to mt, (fm^i* 
ting) but this flower feenis to have m>/mell at all. 

Mr. Tirrtem, Pftia ;^*-whtt the deuce has fw^ell to 
-do with the beauty of a flower j*— it is the colour we 
look a r-^he* colour. 
Gruk. Odds fo,— I flappofc fo. 
Galy, What a couj^lt of t:omic^l creatures, %ft, 
Im, ha {from behind) 

Grub. Wift. Wiilf-^I heard a ftrange kind rf 
.noife juft itow-^you hav*nt a«y Farment about the 
garden, have you— no pole-ca^js or weafels— I* am 
ftrangely fearAil of thofe kind, ol gentry ;— ^and as to 
a xai ! the very fight of a rat would rum my whole 
Miift of blo^ into a pofler. {JbetMs great a^pr^ehen'' 
fi^ns^ ^bicb caufis a iaughfrom hehind) There again ! 
I am fure there are Varment abour us 

Afr. ^ intern. Vermin — ihe devil !— .'Tis only fomte 
,of thofe curfed magpies who pefter the garden every 
day for rhe fake of the chenics. 

Gr^ih. Magpies ! i hate your Magpies, they ^re 
the rood hateful 4pin\wt bird that flies.— I was at 
Cuckold^s^Point the^herday, wheii Ihappeiied t« 
fce crofs'd by one of thofe infernal Chatter- boxes, and 
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in a minute or two afier, I had the misfortiine to 
break hoth oiy fhins^ver a hog-trough at my coufin 
Crumj>lct*s the baker's door, wh'ch laid mc up for a 
week. [a laugh again. 

There agaiu — there are certainly l^arment, 

[Jhe'U'S much fear, 

Mr.Tintem The Magpies, I tell you, the Magpies, 
—Look you here, my friend. Grub ; fince you are- 
fond of a flower that has got a fmell— Here is one I 
fancy that will tick'.e your tafte, and your fmeft at 
the fame time (Grtfi^ takes uptbefl§*uiir pot) Aye, 
that's right — take ir up and fmell to it — Put on yont 
fpcdlaclcs, and look at it — there is a Turban, there 
is your Furr, the.e is the very Safh and Sabre of the 
Emperor himfelf. 

Grub Emperor 1 

Mr. Tint em Aye, Emperor j — that is the Empe- 
ror of Morocco I 

Grub, The^mperor of Morocco ; why you deal 
in nothing but grand names — This fbwer, I perceive 
has got a charming fmrll, this is fomething like a 
flower J the Emperor of Morocco j— grand, very 
grand, — a fine founding name, I pioteft (Grubtufns 
' up his eyes 'miih a hind nf %hap\\dical ardour^ and hy 
accident d*fcQvers afinf buHerfiyy ietiS dr^ thefl^'wer' 
pot^ and tumbles Oiver it, thctt gets up in a hurry 
with his hnt in bis hur\d\ purfuing the butterfly^ and 
crying oi//) Damme, theie goes the King of Bohemia \ 

Mr. Tin-tenK (In a great rage, runs and picks up 
the broken pot' and the ^ower^ ^'y^'^g) Damn your 
King of Bohenrwa. 

Grub, Damn your Emperor of Morocco I I would 
not have loft my king of Bohemia, f i ^11 the Em- 
perors in the world— no, not the Eiuperur of the 
Moon. - , 

Mr Tintem. You wretch, V<^" Nonentity, you 
thin'4 without an Idea ! 

Grub You fool, you frantic, you Oaifey-hunter, you 
ftem of a Dog-rofe, you bud of a Crocus, you (link- 
ing root of a Daffy-dowa dilljc; I would not have- 
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loft my King of Bohemia for ail ilie nonfenfical flowers 
in your garden. 

Mr. Tintem. Why, you Catterplllcr, you Bug, you 
Beetle, you Gjiat, you Grub — 1 would not have had 
my Emperor deftroy'd for all the contemptible collec- 
tion of infers which you have been (ci a ping together 
thefe thirty years,; and give me leave to tell you,- Sir, 
that you behave like a dirty fellow. 

Grub, Danrnie, Sirrah, if ii were not for fear of 
your taking Xhe-law of me, I would tell you a bit of 
my mind 

Mr. Tfntem, Mind, mind ? — why you have no 
mind, you are a meer infe6t ;— but TU clofe your 
mouth for you prefently — 1*11 lop your greedy expec-^ 
tations, I warrant you. 

^rub. . I defy you— f defy you. 

Mr. Tintem. My Niece, you Cockatrice, my Nicfce. 

Gruif. Y. ur^Niece, I would not give a fig for your 
Niece* 

Mr, Tintem. That is as falfe as you are foolifh ; 
you Kattlefnake, it is-r^**.You would fay very difFe-* 
** rent things, and t el! a- different ftory, if her fortune 
*' were he^re you-r-you woulJ give all your loul for 
*' that'* — I wifli poor Willingford was here with all 
my he irt ; you fliould fee that I would give her to him 
before your face. 

*' Grub.^ No, you would not— you l|>ve yourfelf 
** too much for that — 1 know how fond you would be 
*• of^ giving her fortune to a Beggar ; I dare you to 
" that— 1 date you to that ! 

** Mr, Tintem. I ihall choak with rage. 



{l^b^ynvatk petulantly backward and firiMtrd up%n 
thefiage croj/ing eacb other,] 

** D$fiy. Now, Sir^Now, my dear Mifs— now it 
•* jrour time ! 



<* Gaby. 
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" Ctffef. Aye, now or ncrcr* 

•* Mr. fVillifigford,'^ Aye, now is the ttme indeed- 

*' Mifs Tint em, 1 am terrified 10 deaths 

*♦ Mr, WillingforJ, Never fear, ha?e a good 
*^ heart, thiqk ot the evem ;^<lo. not ihriok, while 
** fuch a plea at outs depends upon the moment, 

[Fr«ai Mind. 

** Mr. Tint em. Mr Grub,, give me leayc toteli' 
*^ you. Sir, tbat I^thiot you have behaved. liJce aa 
•• arraqt fcoundrcK 

** Grub^ Take care what you fay^or III maketh^ 
<< gentlemen of the great Wig ihake their ktads at 
<« you s— ^they'll make a good breakfaft of tf^ wor4; 
«• Scoundrel^ in Weftrajoftcr Hall, I warrant yoa-*« 
^' therefore I would advife you to. take cace wbftt 
" you fay. 

«' Mr. TiMiem. You ought rather to be mfrald of 
** what I may do. 

*« Grub: Why, what would you do ? 

•« Mr. Tintem. What I 

•« Grub. Aye, what? 

** Mr, TiHtem, If ^oung. Willtngford, wM here; I 
would convince you m a minute. 

<< Grub. You would be for prefentlng your Niece 
•* to him I fuppofe?** 

Mr. Tintem. Cripple me if I would not. 

Grub* Cripple me if 1 think you.would^ 

Mr. Tiritem. , Would to Heaven be was here thsi 
npment^ 



IMr. fFiiiingfird, c$ming fimvarJ nnitb Mifs Tin-' 
tern in bis band] 

Now, my deat Mtfs TlnteiD» [the^ both g9 up 10 
^Mr, Tintem and kneel at- bis feet.} 

Mr. WiUingford. Here we both are, read/ foe 
your gractoot coofitmatioBw 
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(Grut anJ Tintemftari back^ anJlook nvitb amaze^ 
ment) 

Mr. ^intern. How is thisi^you have taken me by 
fi^prife— this a6t is rather fudden upon me— yet, af- 
ter all, may 1 be annihilated if I be not glad of it.— • 
Now you Hornet, you Beetle, yo« Butterfly— you 
fliall fee that I will keep my word— -you fcall fee that 
I will dare to do, what youdar^d me to— ^take her, 
lad — (he is yout's — and Heaven blcfa you both to- 
gether ! 

^^- ifoi^^ ^ btr knees) Heaven* ble6 your 
Honor \ for this dear |ood-natur*d acEHon. 
Grub^ Wdl faid, Mrs. Nettle- top. 
Gaby, Huzza !— huzza I huzzn! — The^ Emperor 
of Morocco for ever I — down with the King of Bo- 
hemia ! down with your Grubs and your Catterpil- 
lars. 

\Grub> I don't like this — he has played me the de- 
vil of a irick — I don't like it — I knew thofe curfed 
niagpies would prove ommous. {afide) So, Mafter 
Tintenh f^^ have finifhed the bufineli rarely, upon 
my word. 

Mr. I'intem Aye* and it is finiftied as it ought ro 
be— I hope Thave convinced you "'hat I am not only 
a Florifr, but a PqgilitU— ^ think \ have given you 
affair trimming ;—>and now I ssiW fing with the 
Poet—" Revenge, revenge, revenge fhaU appcafe 
** my reftlefs fpright/* 

[^Jings muck agitated. 

£ Gruif^ 
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Gm^. Whj yoir fccnti as if you were crazy, and 
foam at the mouth like a mad dog ;— you have made 
« fine hand of it, truly, to give your Niece to fuch a 
vagabond as that, who has not got a farthing in the 
world, and» in all likeiihoood, will fpeod her for- 
tune in a month. 

Mr. Witling far d. Sir, I y^ll convince you, that he 
hasbeftowed his Niece upoj ppe that loves her, and 
one that is too fenfible of Ae f rinciples of a gentle- 
man, and a man of honot, 'than to luffer him^lf and 
this amiable lady to be treated with ill manners, by 
fuch a fcouniiiel as you are, 

Gruh. Take care what you fay j a fcoundrel. 

Sirrah t' ^ ■ ' , " 

Mr. Willing far d. Jfou ihall fee that T nenher fear 
what I fay. or care wr^t i dor if you don't leave the 
room immediatdy, you ftialffeel the force of my re- 
fitment. *• In refpefl to fuch a bVoated piece of 
*' confequence as you are— Go home and take this, 
*< by way of h^d'ning your journey— There,*-ihere 
•« —there I take thar-^ 

\kicks bim off^ thefiagt^ 
u bleed^ for 

^Exit GruK 

jy^lly. -Take care of the Varmtnt ! 

Gaby Take care of the Mt^gpies ! .. ^ * . 

Dolly And your Couffti Crumple t's Hog-Trougn. 

.... • " ^ • / ^ , 

[Mhiving after him, 

Mr, Tintemr He is rightly ferv'd---and now fince 
the m;itter is over, I am glad that it is done, as jt is 
done 

M^fs Tintem. U gives mc. infinite plcafure, Sir, to 
hear you fay fo much. 

Mr. 7inUm. 
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Mr,Tihtem. And I feel a fecret fatisftCtion in having 
done fo much. But, Willingford, how came you here 
(o opporCunel)^^ , 

Mr. IVillingfitrd, Upon my Hobby- horfe, Sir. 

Mr, Ttniem. Whit you've got your Hobb/-horie 
too, have you ? — Pray, what kind 6f a Hobby did 
you ride ? ~ 

Mr. Hauling for J. My Hobby wat a Utile Rofey bojr, 
wkhairy wings call'd Love, led by a Mind capricious 
guide, caird Fortune, Svho frooi my cradle hath for 
ever thwarted me in my |>aths $ but now the bounte- 
ous Goddefs has brought me to the fountain of fublu- 
nary blifs, and crown'd me with the hand of this fair 
Lad^, whom I love dearer than . myfelf, and will 
cheridi with rhe utmoft efforts of my life. 

Mr. Tintim* Weil faid — You have honeftly and 
fairly exprefs'd yourfelf, ^nd confirmed me alfo, that 
I have done right in this ad ; you have help'd to 
take away a load, which hung heavily about my heart | 
and it (hall be my Hobby horfe in future, to make 
you both as happy as i can. 



FINIS. 
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A C T i. 

SCENE L— Mrs. Camomili'j Hduijj 

Enter Mrs. Camcmile and Betty, 

Mrs., Camomilem 

15 E T T Y. Any body here fincc ? 

Betty. No madam, but here's, a (lrang< 
fcrvant. 

Mrs. Camomile. Mrs. Cocklctop defircc 
me, as 1 pafs'd along Cli^ring^Crof? ; t( 
enquire for one for her, at the Regifter-Office 
and this is he, I fuppofc, ha, ha, ha, (he's to 
fine a lady, to look after thefc things herfelf. 

Betty. Walk up young man. [^Exit Betty 



( 6 ) 

<* Enter Jo^Y.^* 

JoEYi Servant. ("Nods.J 

Mrs. Camomile. Quite a ruftic I how 
Icn^ have yoivhccn in town ? ' ' 

Josy. Our town ? 

XIrs. Camomue. London. 

Joey. I thought as how you meant our 
Town, 1 com'd From Yorkfop in the County 
of Norfolk to get a p\i^ce* 

Mrs. Camomilf. Your name ? 

Joey. What of it ? 

Mrs. Camomile. What is it ? 

Joey. Oh! my name is Joey; but volks 
callM me Mr. Joey all the way up ; that I 
com'd upon the Coach Roof, for as it's near 
Chriftmas time ; all the Infide Paflengers were 
Turkeys. I quitted our Village, in a hufF, 
■with one Nan Hawthorn, my fweet heart ; 
caufe why, (he got jealous, and fawcy given. 

Mrs. Camomile. The wages, this lady 
!;ive5 lo her foot-Hoy are eight guineas a year. 

Joey. Guineas I thai wont do, 1 mud 
have eight pounds. . " 

]\4rs. Camomile. Well, if you infift 
upon eight pounds, ha, ha, ha. 

Joey. Oh ! I'm hired. 

( Layt bis Hat an I Stick on the Tc^hf^^J 

MRf. Camomile. You can give, and 
take a meirage. 

Joey. Yes fare. (^A lond hnoching w'tbout.) 

Mrs. Camomile'. *Tnen, let's fee, run. 

Joey. Where ? 

Mrs. CSfcioMiLE. To the. door, you 
blockhead. 

Joey. C Coes tc the docr^ end f,ands,) 
Well, 1 he's at the door, what now ? 

Mrs. Camomile. The deuce I'open the 
. {Ircct door. ^^. 



• (. 7 ) . , j 

Joey. {Qoing.) Gh ! here comes al^dy i 

• j 
Enter Belinda in a Riding Drefs. 

Mrs. Camomile. My dear Belinda ! 
come up {to Joey) wheil you hear the bell. ^ 

Joey. Thefc gentle volks dont mind what 
trouble they give a poor Zarvant Man. 

[Exit Joe,. 

Belinda. My dear friend, Fvc quitted 
Southampton Boarding School without leave ; 
tho'. {Lays ber Hat on the table.) 

Mrs. Camomile. My fweet Girl 1 I'm 
very glad to fee you, but is this a prudent flep ? 

Belinda. To be fur^, when I was kept 
there, fo long againft my wHI, by my Aunt. 

Mrs. Camomile. Ah Belinda! confefs 
the truth, wasn't it to fee your Uncle's Nephew, 
* Frank, that you've fcamper'd up to town ? 

Belinda. Ha, ha, ha, 'pon my honour 
you're a witch, but fuppofe fo ; why not ? you 
and I were Schoolellows tother day, yet here 
you're married ; A propos, how is your dear 
Hufband ? 

Mrs. Camomile. The DoQor is we^. 
Belinda. You're already happy with the man 
you love, while I'm kept at a Boa^f^In(r-f^r1^ool. 
when I'm able to teach my Danci 

Mrs. Camomile. Why x\ 
Belinda, fince your laft letter, Tv 
ring fchemes, how to make you 
the man you love. 

i^LiNDA. My good creature, 

Mrs. Camomile. You kno' 
cle Mr. Cockletop's tooth but ach 
he'll die dire6ily, IF he ha.n't 
Do<!3:or Camomile's advice, he's 
cle of his HCi^lth, ih.£ barometer, ai 
tcr of his animal fyllem j no w as 
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It Winchcftcr, 'on a vifit to hmt of his oM Col- 
ore Chums, and won't leave his good orthodox 
boulc of Old Port, to vifit him here in London ; 
he 'rt^H yifif t^^c Doftoi»at Wincheftcr ; if wc 
can hut get your Uncle to leave Town, on that 
havers my grand fcheme for the cftabliftiment of 
you and Fiank; your Aunts Maid, Mrs.Fiouncc, 
and iVlr. Napkin the Butler are my confederates* 
BELINDA- Oh charming ! but I muftknow 
it, tho.' 

Enter JofiV, Jiandsfome time mutem 

JoZT. Well? 

Belinda. And well ?.] 

Joey. \^ti\ com'd up, gs you bid me. 

Mrs. Camomile. But you flioud'nt have 
come, 'till you had fceafd the bell 

Joey. And wounds, it's ringing yonder, ' 
hard enough co pull Church Steeple down, 

Mrs. Camomile, /z«iB£jLiNDA. Ha, ha, 
ha. 

Mrs. Camomile. Joey carry thofc to 
your j:nafter. ( Gives bim 6 aajket ofPla is J Plants, 
and Simples, culPd for him, by the Do<^or.- ■ ■ 
Your Uncle will now be a Botanift > as well as 
an Antiquarian. 

Bk . iND a. Ha, ha, ha, but my Aunt's new 
fan y;Ied rage, for private Theatricals, are to the 
full as unaccountably ridiculous, as my crazy 
Uncle's paffion Formufty Antiquities. 

Mrs. Camomile. Come, be cheerful 
my fweet Belinda, for I'm going there dircdiy, 
on your affairs, 

Bfc LINDA. My kind friend ! 

Mrs. Camomile. Call a cozch ( to Joey 
ivko takes up bis Stick, aJ puts on Belinda's Hat.) 
Ha, ha, ha, why you've put on the J^ady's Hat. 

^ Digitizedby VjC Tq^ Y 
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Jo £ Y. (Tales off Hat, and compare's !t with lis 
own.) ECod one would think the Lady had put on 
ir ine. [Exeunt Mrs, Camomile ^ and Belinda^ 

Joey. (Laying hcldofBaJket.J Your London 
Ladies are fo manified^ with their Switch Rattans, 
3nd their Coats and Waiflcoats, and their tip-top 
Hats, and their Cauliflower Cravats j that Ecod, 
I (hall be in London a long time, Jbefore I know 
a Man from a Woman. (Takes up the Bajket^ 
and Exit J 

SCENE IL— MRS-CocKLETOp'sDr^/fj:. 
Room, Mrs. CocKLETOp's dijcover^d drcf- 
ftng, Flounce attending. 

Mrs. Cockle top. What a flrange inci- 
dent, my marrying this old Mr. Cocklctop ; 
'pon my nonor was I fingle, I'd have the moft 
beautiful Theatre in my Houfe, and his Nephew 
Frank, fliou'd be the Manager, of late he looks 
at me, in a very particular manner ; 1 can fcarcc 
think it poffiblc for thefc features, to ftrlke any 
body with admiration. 

Flounce. Ma'am, thofc features muft 
flrikc every body with admiration* 

Mrs. Cockle top. You flatter 'em. 

Flounce/ Not in the lead Ma'am— —but 
what fignifies your beauty, or my fllill in fetting 
it off, my Matter fincc he's turn'd his brain — 

Mrs. Cockle top Ay fincc my Huf- 
barid lias turn'd Antiquarian — - 

Flounce^ With his curiofitics, foreign 
Cocklelhells, mouldy Farfhings, and aH his old 
fafhioned tnimpcries,— I dare fay, he'd ffll 
you for the wing of a buttef fly. * 

IJIrs. Cockletcp. Flounce; Pltakeyoa 
tofeeZ^tfr, to-mofrow night at Lord Rantum'&* 
private Theatre. Dg„zed by Google 

FiouNce. 
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Flounce. ThanVce Ma'am; but Mifs 
Tocpits maicj told mc all of them cxotj)|^your 
Ladyfhip, macjc aftrangc piece of bungling work 
of their Play there laft Wcdnefday. 

Mrs. CocKtETOP. Work! OhHcavens^ 
if Shakcfpeare cou'd have taken a peep at them, 
ha, ha, ha, Romeo, and Juliet the Play ; the 
Hero, on breaking open the Tomb, totally forgot 
what he had to fay next, in vain, the Prompter 
whifpers the word ; poor Juliet might have re- 
mained inCapulet'sMonJincnt, '\n! Doomfday ; 
at length impatient ; (for it grew monftrous 
cold) I foftly bid him fpcak ; why don't you 
fpeak ? He laking it, for what he fliou'd fay, 
with all the fervor of diftra&ed Love, buril out 
** fpcak fpcak, why don't you fpcak". Ha, ha^ 
ha, 

« 
Enter Joey, mth the T:cjket, v,'bicb be tbrows 0n 
the "Toilette. 

JoET. My firft piece of fcrvice, in my new 
Place. {Exit Joey. 

Mrs. CocKLETOP; Ah J (fcreams.J 

Enter Mr^ Cockle top, ivitb a fcrofl of Parebment* 

Mrs. CocKLETop, C^rtgrrly.J Aftonilhing 
Mr. Cockietop, you won't evea let me have my 
Dreiling Room t9 inyfc'if. 

CocKLETOS.^ Oh Mrs. Cockietop, wjiat a 
prize ! 1 have boui^J t-^^ne of the long loft Books 
ofLivy, a Manufcript fo capitally illegible, that 
no Man on the Clobe can dlllinguiil], or read * 
a letter of it ; let's fee, what change he has gi- 
ven me. (Reckons Money.) 

Flounce. Full of Snails. {To tbe Plants, 
flinging tbem off the Table, knocks tbeMmeyoutof 
^CockUt9p's Hand, and Exit J 
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CocKLlTOP. The Botanical Plants from 
I^oQafr Camomile, carc&iU/ pick'cm up, every 
l^f has the virtue*—— 

Enter Frank, in a Riding Drefs. 

Frank. Will they heal my wounded pock- 
et ? Clicks up the Money . J 

Co c K L E T OP . C Takes the Money from bim.J 
Eh I what you Lizard ! the valuable' Simples. 

Mrs.Cgckletop. Do my dear, let poor 
Frank have a little Money, give him a few 
Guineas. - . 

Frank. Ay Sir, a few Guineas cou'dne* 
vcr come rn better time, as Tm juft Whip and 
Spur, you fee ? hey. Spank to Southampton. 

Mrs. Cockletop, (alarmed. J VvzyVvzvk, 
what hufinefs have yop there ? 

Frank. What 1 but to fee, my lovely Cou- 
lin. 

Cockletop, {Putting up the Money » J Eh I 

Mrs. Cockletop. Oh I is that your bu- 
finefs ? 

Cockletop. May be you like— 

Mrs. Cockletop. Ay, do you admire my 
Niece ? 

Frank. Admire I I love her to diftraftion. 

Cockletop. The fwcet Girl I doat on 
myfclf (aftde) get out of my fight you Locuft. 

Mrs. Cockletop. Love her T after all my 
fond hints to him (aftde J pray fir, give me leave 
to exprcfs my obligations to yop, when I was 
rchcarfing Imogen \iith you t'other Night and 
was to have fainted in your arms— 

Cockletop. Ay, you Villain, you ftcpp'd 
afide, and let my dear V/ife tumble backwards, 
and knock her fine Head againd the brafs Fen- 
der— Take a double hop out of your two Boots, 
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you Jackdaw, how dare you ffand before your 
Horie-Whip in your Hand ?' 

Enter Flqunce. 

Flounce. Ma'am, Mrs. Camomile, 

Mrs.Cockletop. Sir, commanrfyourNe- 
phew, to think no more of my Niece ; love ano- 
ther, you Amateur ; "ftand from the entrance. 
[Exit Mrs Cockietop inapaffion. Flounce 
following. 

Frank. Why, my dear Uncle, you arc re- 
ally a good naturcd old Lad, but for this non- 
fenfical paffion for Antiquities," in which you 
have no more judgment, than my Boot. 

Cockle TOP. What's that? 

Frank. Didn't you give Twenty Pounds 
for the firft plate ever Hogarth engrav'd ; tho* 
'twas only a Porter Pot, from the Bm"fey Mov^ ? 

COCKLETOP. No. 

Frank. Didn't you throwa Lobfter in th.e 
fire, fwearing it was a Salamander ? 

Cockletop. Yes, but that was when I 
was fick. In bodily health my mind is bright 
an i polifh'd ; but you moft audacious Dromedary I 
traiuce my (kill in Antiquities !-i-Hark'ee,when 
you can prove to me,- that it's poffible I can be 
impofed upon in Antiques, that is when I am 
in bodily health, I confent to give you Belinda ; 
herd's my hand on't. Begone, your Face is as 
odious to me as a new copper Halfpcny, 

[Exil Cocky op. 

{Enter He AR T y. rCa/ls after Mr. Cockletop. ) 

Sir, here's the receipt. 

o ^RAjCK. Ah Hearty! you're my Uncle's 
ward, rccdvcrofhiscani, andyct do tipme 
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a few Gmneas ; cheat him a little, my honeft 
fellow. 
Hearty. Mufn't. 

Frank. Plague of the Money I Fra fure I 
want it ; my friend Jack Frolic the Player 
frank'd me into Covent-Gardcn, fat down in the 
upper Boxes, between Mifs Trump, and Mra. 
Roll-about, when the cura'd Orange Woman 
thruft in her Baflcet, with ** fweet Gentleman 
treat the Ladies," I wasobliged to clap my Hand 
ffn my Pocket, fay My Purfe gone 'pon my Honor ; 
no entering a public place for the light fingered 
gentry ; fo the Ladies treated the Tweet Gen- 
tleman; coming home yefterday, caught in a 
foaking fliower ; '* your Honor, Coach unhiry 
in I jumps not recoUeding his difmal Honor 
had'nt a Shilling to pay for't ; fo as the fellow 
clapt to one Door, out I ppps at toother, but 
then I got mobb'd by the Watermen, and broke 
my Ndfe over a poft running away from the 
Link Boy 

HbartV. Why Frank, Til lend you my 
own Money with all my heart. 

Frank. No, before I ftrip you of what you 
may yet want to cherifli your old age ; m pe- 
ri(h ; yet this is my Belinda's birth day. By 
Heavens, I willwilb, ay, and give herjoy, tho* 
I foot it every Mile to Southampton, and dine on 
Water Creflcs^ by the Ditch fide. [£Jr// Frank. 
Hearty, Spirited Lad ! I hope by means 
of this letter, I (hall be able to fcrve him, I'll 
fell my old Matter, the fmall colleQion of odd 
fort of rarities /w made him, but as his know- 
ing them to be mine may leffcn their value in 
his opinion j this letter roufes his deCre to buy 
them, then if I can but make him believe, they're 
from Italy, or Herculancum, or — (Enter. Joey 
ina Uverj.) You're the new Foowpn ? 
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Joe Yi Yes, I bc's, Fvc put on my Livery 
d E AR T Y. Here's a Letter for your Mafter, 

give ittohimdireafy, — C^hes Letter and Exit.) 
Joey. So I rauft give this Letter too ; Ecod 1 

they're refolved in London to keep no Cats, that 

iiront catch Mice, 

Enter Nan with a Sweeping Brujb. 

Nan. (Singing as fie enters.) ** A fervicc in 
London is no fuch difgracc." (Begins fofweep.) 

Joe y. Ifn't that ? 

Nan. WhyToey {furpriz^d) 

Joey. Nan f how glad I he's to fee thee, 
(Kijfes her.) 

Nan. But what brings you here, and in this 
fine laced Coat ? 

Joe y. Why I be fix'd here, for a Zarvant 
Man. 

Nan. Zure 1 Lard how cornicle I and /hi- 
red here to day as Maid. 

Joey. Hills and Mountains will meet, O 
dear O— dear ! 

Nan. I'm now fern in here by Mrs, Flounce, 
o do up Lady's Drdfing Room, that it fecms 
ome clumfy Booby has thrown leaves aboutn ? 

Jo E Y. I'm not a Booby Nan 5 I find you're 
IS faucy tongucd, as ever. 

Nan. O La 1 was it you Joey ? I ax pardon. 
• Joey. 'T was all along of your croflhefs, I 
:om'd up to London. 

Nan. And 'twas your falfe heartednefs 
Irove me to feck my bread here. 

Joey. Well, (ince good luck has brought 
IS into one houfe ' we'll never quarrel, 

lor be unkind any more. 

Nan. Nor I never more will be jealous. 
-— O ho \ youVc had this letter from Poll 

Primrofc 
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Primrofc ; oh t yoii deceitful ! (fnatcbes the 
Letter frsm foey^ and breaks it open.) 

Joey. The Devil t a My'c fee, what 
youVe done now, this Letter was for Meafter 
-7— — ^— -if Ihavn't a mind. — — 

Nan. Reads ^^ Sir^ encouraged! why 
Joey don't be angry., the firft Letter I get for 
my Lady, you ftiall open for me, that you 
Ihall.. 

[Exit Nan Jinging, «' Setter my For^ 
tune as other Girls doP 

Joey. (Solus.) Ecod I you've fpoil'd my 
Fortune ; what will become of me ? before 
I've time enough to be fet down /// my place, 
Ilhall bekick'dcv/cn'i'- 

Enter Frani^ 

Frank. Where's Hearty ? Cj^^y gi'^^^- 
Bim Letter, he looks at it.) For my Uncle, how 
came it open ? 

JofiY. It's open'd. 

Frank-. Why if it's you that dc 

you kno\Y that opening another Man's Letter u 
tranfportation.. 

Joe Y. Is it ? then Ecod I'll take the blame 
upon myfclf, rather than Nan fliould go tc 
Botomy Bay, (aftde) 'twas I broke it open Sii 
— — but I meant only to-^— — to brake it open—- 
all accident. 

Frank. (Reads Letter.) ** Sir, Encou. 
raged by your CharaQer, I (hall to-morrow in 
Perfon offer you for. fale, fome Antique Rari- 
ties I this promifes fomething, (aftde,) well mj 
Lad, keep your own fccrct, and I'll bring jou 
out of this curs'd Scrape. 

iOEY. Do Sir. 
RANK. Any Wafers here.? • 

B 2- ^v^oogj^ Joey 
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Joey. I believe thereat fome in that Box I 
but I'll get you a Hapertb. 

Fr AVK, My olJ conceited Uncle, has en- 
gaged to give me B^ImkIi, when I cm prove 
that it's poinblc to impo{c on him in A itiquitics. ^ 
This may doit, and bring me a convenient 
fum bcfides, for with all the ridiculous enthu- 
fiafmof a Vjrtuofo, my Uncle has fmill reading, 
no tcfte, but has a plentiful ftock of Crcdu-* 
lity. (Wafers the Letter.) 

Jozy. Why I could have done that myfelf. 

Frank. There you dog, iland to it ftoutly 
(ghef Joey the Letter J that's the very one you 
received. 

Joey. A ihoufand thanks, kind Sir, (g9i: 
tfig.) 

Fran'k. But 1 (hall want adifguife ,• (afile) 
ILirkec, you've p. t on your new Livery fince 
you came, where are your own Cloaths r 

Joey. In the Butler's Pantry, for you muft 
know Sir, when 1 com'd, I was waundy hun-. 
gry, fo I went there to get a Snack. 

Frank. Quick, go give the Letter. 

Joey. Yes Sir. {Exit Joeyi 

FRANi© Cfolus.J Ha, ha, ha. Yes Uncle, 
if you have Cafh, to buy Antiquities, I'm a 
(lupid fcHow indeed, if I can't find fomc to fcfl 
you, and if I fuccced ; hey to Southampton 
with the triumphant news to Belinda. 

lExh Frank. 

S C E N E. — Cockle top's Study, 

r CccHet$p tuiib Spe^acles on, reading 
LetttTy Joey folkwing. 

Joey. That's the very Letter, I was defircd 
to give it you, I affurc you Sir, it was not 
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CboKLETOP."" The things this learned Mai 
mentions here arc really very curiouj; j 

Joey. Sir, here be Mr,^ Napkin, the Buti^ 
ler comings 

^< Enter NapkinJ^ 

Napkin, Sir,, a man wants you there bek 
haw. 

CocKLETOP- Then Sir, do you fend him 
up here ab^ve.- 

Napkin, (to Joey ) Eh I what arc you 
idling here? come, come, FILfliew you the 
bufincfs of a Footman, you mud toaft the Mufi- 
fins for mine, and Mrs^ Flounce's Break- 
fail. 

Joey. I will Sir; and broil . a- beef-ftake for 
my own, 

\Ex'it Napkin ; Joey following. 

CocKLETOP. fjolus.j Only that my Brain 
is for ever running on my Wife's charming 
Niece Belinda ; (oh I how I do lot^e her ; I love 
every tlimg old, but Girls, and Guineas;)! 
fhou'd certainly be a fecQnd Sir Hans Sloane, 
Yd be a Solander, and a Monmouth Geof- 
fry.— -Now,, who's this ?- 

Enter Frank, dif gulfed in Joey's firjl Cloatls, 
with a /mail. Hamper on bis Shoulders. 

Frank. If my Uncle knows me now, he 
muft have good SpcQaclcs. (afide,) Meafter 
told me, as he'told you in Letter, he'd call on 
you to-morrow with fome Rarities. 

CocKLETOP. Gh, then you belong tothc 
Gentleman who ferit me this LcUcr, where does 
your maftcr live ? 

Frank. At Erehtford^cJ^d? he's from 
B 3 ^ _ TauA- 
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Tatnton Vcar. « and as I was comiiig to Town 
to-day> he thought I might as vndl drop them 
here ; if youll buy thciii, thefc be they. 

CocKLETOP. Oh! what he's feat ya», 
with the things that are mentioned here (poinii, 
ing to Letter.) 

Frank, I warrant 'em all waundy rich ; 
he gave mc fuch ftrift charge ahout'n. 

CocKL£Top« Rich! ahthefe fordid fouls^ 
can't conceive that the mod extreme delight to 
the Eye of an Antiquarian is beautiful Brown 
Ruilj and heavenly Green Verdigreafe. i.et's 
fee (reads) the firft is a Neptune's Trident fr^wi 
the Barharina Gallery. 

Frank. That's it ' i » * Q ives a Toafiing 
Fork) 

Cockle TOP. {"Reads J. One ofNiofce's 
Tears, prcferv'd in Spirits. 
Frank* That~— (G/W i» i'A/W.) 
, CocKiET^p. Curious! A picoc of Hoiif-* 
hold Furniture from the ruins of HeFculameum, 
comprizing the genuine Sedion ofthe Efcu- 
rial. Precious indeed I (efide.J Scftion of 
the Eicurial ; ay then it muA be iH the Ihape 
of.—- — 

Frank. That's it'-^'^(^#Vf/ an old Grid* 
iron. ) 

CocKLETOP. (Reoding,) ** The Cap of 
William TcH, the celebrated Swifs Patriot, 
worn when he Ihot the Apple off his Son's 
Head. 

Frank. I've forgot to bring any thing, 
even like that, what fbali I doCafuie), 1 wa.- 
rant it's here Sir, 

Cockle TOP. I hope it is, for I will not 
bi:y««^, without all. 

Frank. Then all yon (ball have, {aftJc) 
Fret€nds to look in the Hi^mier, but pelts up 
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Cacilefsp^s Hat^ and w!^ a Penknife, cutidta 
the BHm, «< That's it may hap ?'' 

Cockle TOP. Great ! this is incked, what 
the Romans call'd the Pi-Uusy or Cap of Libcr« 
ty : {puts it on tut Head^ and Reads ;) <* Half a 
Yard of Cloth, from Otahcite, bein^ a part of 
the Mantle of Queen Cfccrca, prefcntcd by her 
to Captain Cook. 

Fra^k. Zounds, I was in fuch a harry 
to get to work, that Fvc forgot half my 
tools. 

CocKtiTOP. Where's the Cloth from 
Otahcite ? 

Frank. I dare fay its here, {feels the Coai 
be has on,) no muftn't hurt poor Joey. Eh I 
{Cuts off thejkirt 9/ Cocktetop's Coat while be\ 
admiringthetbingsy belike that's it,-— (j^w/ //] 
Cockle TOP What wonderful foft tex- 
ture ; we've no fuch Cloth in England^ this 
muft have been the Fkecc of a very fine 
(hecp. : 

Frank. Ay, taken from the Back of ar 
old ftupid Ram^ 

C0CKI.ET0P. Speak of what you under, 
fland you Clown, much talk may betray littl 
knowledge. Cut your Coat according to you 
Cloth, 

Frank. Yes Sir, I cut your Coat accor 
ding to your Cioth. I muft fix. him in hi 
opinion now^ with a little finefle, (afide.^ 
Mcafier do expeft Fifty Pounds for his Balder 
dalh. 

CocJCLETOP. Here's the M<^ney. . 
Frank. No, if he even thoDght you fuci 
a fool to give it, he muft be a Rogue to rak 
it, but he (han't make n e a party. I'll Ic 
him know, I'm an honcft Man ; Damm'c : 
1 don't throw them in the kennel, and qui 
Vkic ff rvtrf .— I (Gains to tuke tbem.) ^ 



CcKTKLETOP. (ffa/ii/y.) Lcavc them tlwre r 
»nd take the Money to your ivliiler, or Hi mike . 
him fend you to the D^vil, yoa thick Scull 
BiiflFalo. 

Fr AN'K. Not a Penny af it, will I touch. 

Cockle TOP. Here my good fellow ; 
here's a Guinea for yourfclf i there, * [ Givet 
Money.) 

Frank. Thank you Sir ; tho' I do think 
yourc an old Fool, and that you arc moft con^ 
founded ly huinm'd. 

Cockle TOP. Old fool! get you out of 
my Houfe you Scoundrel, or V[\-^( takes up a 
Blundrbufsf) blow you to Taunton Dean you 
Dog, I will, '' Frank runs off:'- 

Enter Mrs, Cockletop and Mrs: Camomtlt* 
" They both Scream:' 

Mrs. CANfOMiLE. Heavens !- Mr; Cock- 
Ittop, will you kill us ? 

Mrs. CocitLETOP. Lord I what's on 
your Head' ? 

Cockletop: The Cap of Liberty f oh 
x\\t fupcr beautiful purchafe I have juft madic ; 
fuch a charmi-ng addition to my little curious 
collection 'y Mrs. Camomile you've tafte, f\l 
give30u a treat. Til ftiewherall, f^//^^.J 

Mrs. Cockle top* (^Looking at the Things,) 
Heavens 1 who has done this ? 
>CKLET0P. Pliny the elder- 

. Enter Flounce^. 

RS. Cockle TOP.. Here take thefe,. and 

, them 

Mr. Cockletop. Lay your fingers on 
them, and ril- — Strabo, Campden— — and Bi- 
fliop Pocock— Madam ycu fliou'd. fto Mrs. 
CumotmUJ that is you you do know — ■■- 
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TOuVc a Dilitantc. I fay you are a celebrated 
billi' 'and ■ ■ ■ ■ N ow what a fine dif- 

courfe^an F- R. S , wou'd make on theft. Ma- 
dam I fay. 

Mrs. Cockletop. Blefs me! who has 
trimmM you thus ? 

CocKLBTOP. Sir Afhton Lcve^, I wifli 
your Huftand DoSor Camomile was in town ; 
rve hcTofucb a Feaji, for the venerable BeJe. 
Travellers, come, and lay at my feet, the won- 
derful fruits of their wife refearches. Awake !— ■ 
prepare your underftanding, here's a tear, of- — 
the Devil, I forgot who crjed this tear (^dg. ) 
Hem I it's a precious drop, prefer v'd in fpirits. 

Flounce* Ha, ha, ha. 

Cockletop. Get along you moft fcandc- 
lou3 tongucd, I defirc Mrs. Cockletop ycJu'U or- 
der your flip-flop out of t}\e Mufeym, then here 
18 a moft valuable— (/<?t<fx up Toafiing Fork,) 

JEntcrJoey* 

Joey. Here, Vm fcnt to broil Beef-ftakecj 
and toaft Muffins, the Cook faid Mr. Frank 
took, and brought out of the kitchen the— ' 
* Cockletop* They all coft me only Fiftj 
Pounds; this is a Neptune^s Trident, and thu 
piece of Furniture fromHerculaneum, the model 
of the Efcurial, built in Honor of St. Lawrence 
who was broil'd on-^— 

Joey. Thanke'e Sir ; I was looking for the 
Toafting Fork, and Gridiron, 

[flakes them andExih 

Flounce. Ha, ha, ha, 

CocjiLfiTOP. What is that ? 

MR5. Cockletop. \Vhy Mr. Cockletop 
what ha veyou been about heie ? 

Mrs* Camomile. 0^>ly Icok. j 

CocKH 
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CocKLETOp; I believe I'm bit- Taunton 
Dean : he was a Rogue. (L^^ii at bis Coat and 
Hat.) Is my face genuine ? 

Mrs.- Cockletop. Why Vis an Antique ; 
but indeed my dear, you don't look well. 

Cockletop. DontI ? 

Mrs. Camomilk. This may help my 
fchemc, to get him out of town {ajide) my dear 
fir, I wou'd not ffiock you, but youiook— — 

Cockletop. Do I ? 

Mrs. Camomile. My hufban:^, the Doc- 
tor often told me,, that your Bodily Illnefs, al- 
ways had an efFe6l upon your mind. 

CocKL£TOP. No man living underftand^ 
my conilitution, but DoQor Camomile 9 Imufl: 
he C feeling bis Fuije) pblebotomiz'd. 

Mrs, Camomile. When a Gentleman 
of your knowledge is fo grofsly dup'd, it's a cer- 
tain figU'— 

Cockletop. It is, that Fm ill> or I never 
cou'd have been t^ken in. 

Mrs. Cockletop. Lud, I wifh j'^our Huf- 
band the Dodor.was in Town.' ' 

Mrs Camomile. I advife Mr. Cockletop 
to go to him to VVinchefter; 

Mrs. Cockletop. Here' Napkin, order 
the Horfes to ? Your poor Maflcr will goto the 
DoSor at Winchefler. 

Enter Napkin. 

Cockletop. Ay, ay, to thtf Doflor,— *to 

'Winchefler, [Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cocklticp. . 

Mrs. Camomile. Napkin, Ha, ha, ha, 

here's an Opportunity for our Plan f you know, 

as we've all without fucccfs repeatedly endeavour^ 

cd to pcrfwadc the old Couple, to fetdc fomc ^ 
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Provifion on their Niece and Nephew Frank, 
and Belinda. 

Napkin; Ay, we muft try Stratagem; 

Mrs. Camomile. The cxcufe your Mif- 
Irefs gives is the chance of her having Children 
of her own, whom flie can't wrong, bylavilhing 
thcirPatrimony on others. 

Napkin. Ha, h^, ha, then to put her out 
of all Hopes of/ W, as you have fettled, well 
make her believe my Mailer's dead, and as I am 
now going in^o the Country with him, leave 
that to me. 

Mrs. Camomile. I fancy 'twill be cafy, 
as fhe already thinks him ill ■ 

Napkin. And weak ; heard kim threaten to 
climb up the mouldering Walls of Ncttlefton 
Abbey in fearch of a Sprig of Ivy, or an Owl's 
Neft, and if I can't invent a Story, to bring the 
old Gentleman tumbling down 

Mrs. Camomile. Ha, ha, ha, and m^e 
your Miftrefs, the mourning Widow, eftablifti 
the dear, amiable young couple, well, and happy. 

Napkin. 'Twill be an excellent Joke to 
laugh at, over their Wedding Supper, but I 
muft prepare for the Journey. ' 

Mrs. Camomile. And I, home, to com- 
fort poor Belinda, only do you a6l: your part, 
moft driefuUy natural, and we muft profper. 



eiJd of the first act. 
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A OT n. 

S C E N E— Mrs. Camomile's Houss; 

Enter Frank in High Spiriis, and Joey ^ 

Frank. 

JlIoLLO ! Mrs. Camomile 1 here's a nick, 
ha, ha, ha, honcft fellow ; my Horfe is at the 
Livery Stables t'other fide of Wcftminftcr 
Bridge, you'd beft ftep on before mc, have 
bhn out ready, you'll not have a moment to 
lofe (E^i J^y^J ha, ha, ha I well my mock 
Curiofithejs may have a better effcd on my 
Unck than Hearty's real ones ; if they can 
help to cure him of an abfurd whim, that 
makes him the dupe of Importers, flinging his 
Money after things of no utility {looks at bis 
Watch) getting late, I'd like to fee if Mrs. 
Camomile has any commands for her friend 
Belinda, {Enter Belinda) then hey for my divine 
Belinda^ 

BiLiNDA. Pray Sir, -whither in fuch a 
monftrous hurry ? 

Frank. My love, in the name of miracles 
how did you get here ? 

Belinda. You know we've the beft friend 
in the World, in dear Mrs. Camomile, the 
Miftrcfs of this Houfe. 

Enter Mrs. Camomilei 

Mrs. Camomile. Come, come, yoii 
happy pair of Turtles— this Room is the Stage 
for a little Comedy Pm to aft with your Aunt, 
ot which I hope your Union will prove the 
i>enoucm;:nt. 
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Enter FtooycB* 

Flounce • Madam^ my miflrefs it juft 
drove up to the door, 

Belinda. Oh Heavens 1 if (be finda I 
have run to Town, (goirfg.) 

Mrs. Camomili. Stop, (he'll meet you 
on the flairs. 

Belinda. This way, Frank— when my 
Aunt comes in here, we'll flip down. 

Mrs. Camomilk. But Belinda, you'll tell 
Frank,what we're both at,and tripdireflly home, 
and you and all the Servants on with your Sables* 

Frank. Sables I What, to celebrate my 
true-love's Birth Day, no, now that my cruf» 
ty Uncle's out of Town, and I have cafti, I'll 
have fuch a roaring entertainment at home 
urn , Tol*~-dcrol lol. (Stnii.) 

Belinda. Will you hold jour tongue, 
and comtc along, (J>uUj bim.) 

[Exit Beiinda and Fr0nk. 

Mrs. Camomile. If my little plot on 

their Aunt but profpcrs Flounce, run and 

dcfire Napkin to con over the Lcflbn I taught 
him, and look as difmal jas an Executor left 
without a Legacy. 

Flounce, And Madam, I'll bid him keep 
his Handkerchief to his Eyes, for fear an un- 
fortunate laugh (hould come on his F9c», and 
fpoil all— ——Here's my Miftrefs Madam, I 
wi(h you fuccefs. [Exit Flounce. 

Enter MrI. CocklitOP elegantly drejfed, 

Mrs. Cockletop. Oh Mrs. Camomile ! 

Mrs. Camomile. Well, how do you do? 

Q ^ . Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cockletop. Our houfe fccms fo 
melancholy fincc my poor dear Man has left 
Town, that now 1 can't bear to flay at home. 

Mrs. Camomile, (afide.) And when 
he was at home, you was always gadding. ^ 

Mrs. Cockletop. I forgot to flicwyou 
my drefs, had it made up for Cordelia, in our 
intended Play at Mr. Pathos's ; as you were 
not there, I put it on to confult your Tafl:e. 

Mrs. Camomile. Oh my dear Crea- 
ture,. Xforgot to thank you for my Ticket, but 
cxcufc me, that an engagement ■ > 

Mrs. Cockletop. Ha ! ha I ha ! You 
had no lofs, for our Tragedy was converted 
into a Ball— rLear you know yvas our Play— 
which we got up with every care and elegance ; 
Well, Ma'am, Colonel Toper, who was to 
have play'd Glofter, having conquer'd too 
many Bottles of Burgundy after Dinner, (mi^ 
tnicks.J ** No, damme, I be for none of 

«« your Stage Fll fit in the Side Boxes 

^« among the Ladies, begin your Play by 

«^ yourfelves" So fays my Lord Brainlcfs, 

I'll make an apology, and I'll ' " Ladies 
<^ and Gentlemen, Colonel Toper having 
<^ been foddcnly taken ill, hopes for your ufu- 
«« al indulgence to accept a Dance inftead of 

*« the Tragedy"^^ -The Fiddles ftruck up 

Mrs. Cafey, and Audience and A<£tors join'd 

in a Cdbntry Dance 'Pon my Honor, tho' 

I lai^gh I am exceedingly melancholy. 

Mrs. Camomile. You've nothing to 
make you uneafy, you are fure, that with my 
Hufband DoSor Camomile, Mr. Cockletop is- 
in fafc hands. 

Mrs. Cockletop. Well, Mrs. Camo- 
mile it aftonrfhes me how you can be cheerful 
ivhile your Hufband'« abfcnt ^ but indeed its 
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rather unfortunate vfhtn people are found m 
hearu of moie fenfibility than others. 

Enter Bett^* 

Why, Ma*dm> here's Mr. Napkin juft con 
below. 

Mrs. Cockletop. But is hismaflerr 
turn'd too ? 

Mrs. Camomile- Well if he is nc 
Tvhy fhould that alarm you ? 

MRS. Cockletop. Then perhaps Na 
kin has brought -word, where is he ? Wl 
don't he come up— Napkin— ———(^CV/j 
Torture me with furpcnce— — Oh l-ord Mi 
Camomile if any thing's the matter, I Ihall d 
(agitated.) 

Enter Napkii^ much JplaJh^J^ in a large Tt 
veiling Drefs, and Jeemingly fatigued. 

Napkin. My dear good Mailer, f G 
ing.) 

Mrs.' Cockletop. My Hufband — C 
Lord ; fpcak, pray fpca|c. 

Napkin. Madam, will you have Jii 
brought up to Town, or fliall he be buried 
the Country ? (Weeps ) 

Mrs. Ca4^omile. Dead \ 

Napkin^. I wifti, Henry thc*cighth h 
levcird Nettlefton Abbey, my fwcet Made 
thrift of knowledge— fuch a height: — top of t 
old Spire— his Head giddy— feeble Limbs*— 
ftretching too far, a Stone giving way — tl 
I caught him by the Heel— Head foremoft 
corner of a Tombftone — Dalh — Oh 1 

\Weept and Ex 
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Mrs. CocKLETOP. My fears arc true—* 
1 faint— I die— — picafc to reach that Chair. 

(Mrst Camomih places a Cbarr; Airs. Cockle^' 
top deliberately tu/pes it vjith her Hanakerchief^ 
feats herjelf^^takes out a Smelling Bottle, applies 
/7, and offers to Swoon:) 

Mrs. Camomile. Nay, nay, my dear 
Friend, pray be comforted. 

Mrs. CocKLET OP, (r^roz;>r/«^.) Comforted, 
did you fay ? how it that poffible, my dear Mrs. 
Camomile, when Pve heard you your felf remark 
that Mourning don*t become mc-^tho' if I was 
to drefs like Almeria in the Mourning Bride -^ 

Mrs. Camomils. To confcfa the truth, 
I was afraid to tell you, but I before knew of 
this meUncholy event, and there that foolifh 
Boy, your Nephew Frank, throVhis 2e^lou$ 
refpcd for the memory of his Uncle, has con* 
trary to all ciiftom and decorimi, already or* 
dcr'd the whole Family to ^put on the black 
Clothes that were only t'other day laid by '^]^*, 
the Mourninoj for yr^- Srother-in-Law ex- 
pired. 

Mrs. Cockle top. Madam, youVe very 
obliging. 

Mrs. Camomile. I fee this lofs heart 
hard upon your mind, therefore it mayn't be 
proper fo foon troubling you with worldly af- 
fairs—But now my dear, you'll have no Chil- 
dren of your own, indeed you (hou Id think of 
Jome cft.4bli(hment for your Niece B^^linda. 

Mrs. (J^ockletop. I'll firft cHablifti my 
Hufband's Nephew Frank, merely to (hew I 
prefer my dear Man's Relations to my own. 

Mrs. Camomile This will anfwer the 
fame purpofe, as Frank marries Belinda, 
•^.^/Ji^.^—VVeliniall I ten the Lad your good 
intentions towards him ? ogzed by Google 
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.Mrs. CocKiBTOp. YcfuVc very go6< 
ril tell him myfelf— but I'll firfl confulc yci 
jtiy good Friend on the thoughts I have in nr 
mind how to make him happy, but in my intq 
view with the Boy, I wouldn't have any boc 
dfc by ; the hour of forrow's facred, it's 
cruel world, ancl people luxupious, fenfus 
gay, and fortunate, have no feeling for tl 
diiconfolate Widow. 

Mrs. Camomile. My dear creatur 
endeavour to keep up your fpirits. 
. Mrs. CocKJi.ETOP. Ah Friend, wh 
fhoiild a poor Woman do that has loft fo ^o< 
aHufband> but try to— to get a better, (a/t^i 

[Exem 

S C E N E.—CocKLETOp's House. 

Enter FranK,^ ilwated with Wine, and B 
LIN0A, both in Mourning'^and Nan. 

Frank. Ha,, ha, ha I this is the m< 
whimfical thought of your friend Mrs* Cam 
mile. 

Belinda. Ifn't it charming ? 

Frank. Your Aunt, and indeed t 
•whole^ Family except Mrs. Flounce, aSua 
•believe, that my Uncle's dead; this is yo 
Natal Day, the birth of Beauty;. I'll give ; 
entertainment upon my Soul, ha^ ha, h 
pert Mrs. Flounce fays,. Oh,. Sir ; I can't n 
any Bills with the Tradefpeoplc — but dc 
Bills and Credit^ while we've Money— r 
Uncle's curiofity Guineas flialt fly --Illuminj 
the Rooms, brilliant Luftrcs, Gerandolcs a 
Chandeliers. 

Naj^- Yes fir! la I now wh--'" ■''^"' 
C bj^oogle 
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do alt this ? ^fr. John, Kght the CItiftrcs, Jer- 
ridolcs, and Chanticleers. (CdUsoff'.) 

Belinda: Lord Frank what's come to yon ? 

Frank, Money and long feparated 
Friends hare a joyful mcetmg — prepare the 
Saloon-Bell, we will have a Ball. 

Nan. Air the Balloon, for Mafter^s going 
to play Ball. 

Frank. And by Supper, then let Nap- 
kin fend for a Pipe and Tabor, for a Dance 
ive mull have, tol, loJ, lol. 

Belinda. But indeed now this it extra- 
vagance. 

Frai^k. Can't I afford a Uttle cxtrava- 
gaiice ? an't my kind Aunt to give me .my 
Uncle's Calh, then my Belinda you and I go 
to Church, and Hymen in his faiFron Robes 
ftiall lead us to the rofy Bower. 

Belinda. For Heavens feke Frank, a 
little decency before the fervants, how unfecU 
ing mud they think y©u. 

Frank. I'll flic w ycu the feeling of fer- 
Tants for fuch a maftcr. 

Enter Thomas, and^tHvo Mm is in Mourning. 

Harkee I Tom, the Coachman, you know 
your mafter's no more. 

Thomas. Ay, fir. Death has whip'dhis Hor* 
fcs to their journey's end, to our great forrow. 

Frank. Poor Tom! Pni told you're fo 
griev'd, you have fworn nev^r to touch a drop 
of Punch as long as you live. 

Thomas. Mel Di be damn'd if lever 
fvvore any fuch thing, 

Frank. Hal ha! ha! a jovial bout the 

fcrvants (hall have. Fly, and every one bring 

^n his Hand fomcthing toward the'good cheer 
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S C E N E.— A Saloon illumnatedg Table 
dnd Cloth iard. 

Enter Cockle TOP in a Storm Cap. 

Cockle TOP. AH my doors open, this 
blowy Night rcmrnds mc of the Lifbon Earth- 
quake^ but my Storm Cap, has protcdcd me, 
<odd my not finding Belinda at Sout- 
hampton',— — I wifli I had come into Town 
over London-Bridge; that, now is a fort of 
young ruin but then over Weftminftcr- 
Bridge, to fee my man Joey, mounted like 
the Emperor of Morocco's Blackamoor—— 
Fra not forry Napkin left me, nobody knows 
now Fve been after my fwcct Belinda— how 
glad my loving Wife- will be when (he finds 
I am come home and welt— (Z^c?^/ about.) 

Eh, my dcaree has company this 

don't fpeak much feeling for my illnefs. 

Enter Thomas with Plates , not perceiving 
bim. 

Thomas. While Napkin is uncorking 
the Wine, Til fee if I can't fprcad a Tabie- 
Cloth as well as a Hammer Cloth. (Lnyi 
Plates) \ wonder who drives my old mafter 
now in t'other World,— —docs he go up or 
down Hill ? . . 

Cockletop. Eh ! now who has put 
Thomas my Coacfeman into Mourning ? As 
I lelt you a pied Zebra, why do I find you a 
black Bear ? (^Strikes bim '•juitb a Cane.) 

Thomas. Get up! ( Suddenly turnings is 
terrify^d andfneaks off.) ogtzed by Google i 

CocKLETOP. What's all this about_?^ | 
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Enter Nan with SallaJ, places it on Taile, 
, then plucks a bit. 

*^ 

Nan. I love's Beet- Root. ( puts it 4o her 

Mouth.) 

CocKLETOP. Yes, and fo dol.*— — Tell 
me young Wonaan, for whom are you ia 
Mourning. 

[ Exit Nan Scream! n j. 

Cockle TOP. Haven't I miftook the 
Houfc? I believe I'm at next door. 

Enter Napkin and Flounce. 

Napkin. Ha, ha, ha ! Flounce if you 
had fccn how capitally doleful I play'd my 
part. 

Flounce, None of your dolefuls now— 
Matter's out of Town, Miftrefs fafeatMrs. 
Camomile's, the Houfe to ourfclves and the 
young Pair— fincc Mr. Frank will treat us to a 
little hop. 

Napkin. Ay Flounce, for Mufic you 
know I'm no bad fcra per. / . 

Flounce. No, NaplTm— nothing gives fo * 
much Spirit to a Dance as a Pipe and Tabor-— 
fo fend out and fee if one can be had* 

Enter two Maids and a FoQtman, with a Violin. 

Napkin. My Fiddle John, (tahs-it.) Now 
liflen Flounce for our Country Dance ; only 
mind the Violin, why I'll lift up Jacky Bull 
fprightly enough to move the Dead» Ay ever. 
to mal^e our old mailer Caper about.— r/'//7j'/.) ' 
i Servant s JQtf I in the Dance, in the midJI If, which 
\j:*ckUtop c^rfiesdancirg before tb.m. thn Scream 
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CocKtETdP. So my good Friend, I brlnj 

;rou into the Country, you leave me fick, 
hcak away, ard here I find you like Nero at 
Rome, rafping your Cremona, explain what 
brings you all in black— if any body's dcccas'd, 
why do you celebrate the Funeral rights ^ith 
Feafting and Fiddling ; and if nobody's dead, 
why change my Dovehoufe into a Rookery. 
{Napkin puts a Handktr chief to bis Eyes.) Oh 
then there is fomcbody I who is it ? E'l, tell 
me I Vexation an't I to know ? 'Sbiood, 
are people to die in.myHoufe, andtheMaf- 
ter not to be told f 

Napkin. What; or who (hall I fay f 
C.Jid0.) 

CocKLETOP. What am I to think ofa'l 
this? 

NAPKliT. Why Sir, from feeing us all in 
Black— you're to think-— that*- that. 
CocKLETOP. What ? 
Napkin. That we're in Mourning. 
CocKLZTeB. ButfoTwIiom r it cati*t be 
my friend Mrs. Camomile, or my Nephew 
, Frank ? oh Lord, if it Ihould be Mifs Belinda 
——no, no, theyMouldn't Fiddle and Dance 
for them— now there is one bclov'd pcrfon 
that I don't care a farthing for (^/7y?i^.^— — yet 
I left her fo well— -I fee they arc afraid to 
fhock me— —Napkin is it— -is it.— — 

[Napkifijbaket his Head and Exits Jlowlj. 
CocKtETOP. . It is*— rtiy— wi — wi— — 
wife« I 'tis fo, hisfilence is a Funeral Ora- 
tion (Capers about.) 

Enier Joey Shivering as if did. 

JeBY. Oh, hot it be a bitter fliarp Night,, , 
mjhaiMlrarc (lone. . 09-.,^ Google A 
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Cockle TOP. Are you petrified, I Vtlfh 
you were ; I'd put you in a cafe. 

Joey. But, Sir, here we come home, ^ 
find all our 3ervants in Mourning, and when 
I afk for whom, they fliaks their Heads and 
walk away. 

Cockle top. Joey, iVs for— —for your 
Miftrefs. 

Joey. My I.ady dead! I believe I ought 
to cry Caftde,)^C Lifts up the Skirt of bis Coat.) 
Cockle TO?. The gentle Friend and 
Companion of my youth, (wseps,) 

Joey. Yes, I fliould cry. (aftde.) Oh t 
{Cries.) 

CocKLETOP. Thcbcft of Wives 
(Sorrowful.) 
' Joey. The Kindeft Miftrefs, (imitating.) 

Cockle TOP. Yet my fcrvants rejoicing 
fhews, how ill flic wasbclovc^i, 

Joey* Yes Sir, I faid to myfelf when I 
com'd, Joey, faid I, you have got a good 
maftcr, butahodMiftrcfsi 

CocKLETOP. 'Stay> I'm releas'd from her 
extravagant Vagaries, why* fhe'd give as much 
for a little Toilette Patch Bbx as would purehafc 

the black Letter Palace of Pleafure— ^ her 

weeks Hair Drefling would buy me Colley Cib- 
ber's Foppington Wig— Then her temper. 
Joey. She was a wixen Devil. 
Cockle TOP. With her Lace Cap and her 
Fripperies,— her private rlays, with her Dc- 
noument and Cataftrophe. 

Joey. If I didn't fufpeS {he play'd in pri- 
vate with that Mr, Denumong behind the 
Tapeftry. 

Cockle top. Tve no right to be fo fad. 
^ Joey. Yes fir, wc mun ,be glad, hay. ha, 
fca^? he, he, he.. Dgt?ed by Google 
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Cockle TOP. The Funeral over I'll 

do what I've long wiflicd^ convert her Drcfling- 

Room into my Mufcum the Roojn has an 

Eaftcrn Profpeft - the Windovvs face 

Athens — tho' " difgraced now by Cockfpur 

Perfumery, and Fleet Street Japannery 
ni remove her things out of it. 

Joey. Kick them down Stairs, an't you 
Man oftheHoufe ? , 

Cockletop. lam ! you're buta boy— 
but I fee you've fpirit— follow me to her Dref- 
fing RooOT. 

Joey. Yes Sir.— -Hem I 

[Exeunt P. S. 

inter M,%t. Cockletop andHKia in Mourn- 
ing. 

Mrs, Cockletop. Every Room, every 
Article of Furniture only reminds me of my 
dear Man— ,-r — my bolov'd Frank's ill tim'd 
mirth don't ^of refpond with his hade in getting 
every body i^to Mourning, but indeed my 
poor hufband was never an uncje to hjm. 

Nan. Oh madam, you look fo well in 
your weeds. 

ydis. Cockle top. Do I ? tho' I 

revere the memory of my late Hufband, yet his 
ridiculous paffion for Shells, Foffils, and 
Antique Nonfenfe was got to fuch an inicltra- 

ble height 1 was determined on the firft 

opportunity Td fling all. his rubbilh out of the 
Houfe, and no.v I'll do it, its a good large 
room, ancf I think ta(lily fitted np will make 

me a moft beautiful little Theatre the 

thought ch^nr.s me, but alas my charmer ia 
no more. TIL inilanily go up, and throw all 

his' old Coppers and Crocodiles cut- --hia 

0,., zed by Google Mufcum 
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Muf(nim (at bi calPd it) is a moft horrid place, 
but I wiM have it cicar'd out, do you come and I 

help mc* 
Nan. Yes, aii't pleafc you. [^Exeunt, 

Enter ]otT with Ban^Boxet and Toilet Pur^ 
ttiture. 

Joey. Ha I ha, ha f if our Miftrcfs 
could but pop her head out of her Coffin^ and 
fee what a fine rummage we have made amonp; 
her falderals, trinketics, and gxn^xhoht (Reait 
the Infcription of a Bottle J A, by itfelf A. I-o-lo- 
t*i-ti-on, lotion for the Face, (Drinks) Face I 
EcodI ihink it's a good Notion for the Stomach 
— — *-thc very thing I wanted to warm my gajf 

little Heart they fay what people fet their 

Hearts on in this world, runs fo much inthe'r 
Heads, that even in 'tother they can't reft if 
they (hould be difturbcd Maifter fays 

he'll givcthcfe to the FJames~^ri! a/k him 
to give them to my Flame pretty Nan— if 
flic gets this here cap upon ,her pate, and our 
Lady Miftrcfs was to come ftalking in with a 
Candle in her dead hand. 

Enter Mrs. Cocklettp with a Candle^ 

And then fays Nan, with a Trembling 
Voice ** Who's here" not perceiving her, 
Mrs. Cockletop. Don't be afraid Joey, 
its only me; 
Joey. Mercy on us. (Trembling.) 
Mrs. Cockletop. Heaven's I who pu!l- 
'd my things about this way ? 

Joey. Now the Devil was in our Maflcr, 
that he ccmld'nt Ict'nbide — I thought we ftiodd * 
I have her up. (a fide.) 
' AiKr. Cockletop. Who did it'f"^^8^^ 
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Joey. Will It quiet your poor Soul? 
(^Frightened.) 

Mrs. Cockle top. Bid Nan make haftc 
down to mc. 

Joey. .Down I then flic's, (points down,) 
Ah, thcfe London Ladies lead tory rory livci, 
(4sde,) 

Mes. Cockle top. Nan, (calls.) 

Joey. Don't hurt Nan— — I'll go for a 
Parfon. [Exit terrified^* 

Mrs. Cockletop. Parfon I then my in» 
tcntion to marry Frank is already known 
among the fervant a but I'll fee how 

Flounce dare to let my room be ranfack'd in 
this manner. [Exit in a pqffion^ 

SCENE.'^Changes to a dark Apartment. ^^^4 
Table cover'* d with Green Cloth on^ 

Enter Joey with a CandU* 

Joey; I've left the Parfon in the Room— 
who's there ? but he infifts it be Auld Mafter 

that's dead — ; the 'good Gentleman thai 

juft now with me for Madam's death cried fo 
fine, ail alive and merry : but this ftupid Mi- 
nifter won't believe it, fo if he meets her there, 
and her fpirit ftill difturbcd about her rumpli- 
ficd Caps, Ihe'll give- it him for certain; I 
know nought where matter's got to, and the 
fervants feem all to hide. Can't find Nan, I 
would we were both fafe again in the Country 
WcU, I've favcd thi* drop of Cor- 
dial—Who's you ? Heaven defend us fhe is 
come again— 1 have no h^>es now but my 
Pottle and this Tabic. {Puis out Candle and 
gets under the Table.) 

P Enter 
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Enier Mrs. Cockle Tap. 

• 

Mrs- CocKLETop. Fr^nk ! (calls J ThU 
is the room I defined Mrs. Camomile to bid 
him meet me in, and here he comes this way 
•— Frank'-i-(Ctf/// in a /otv f^oice.) I'm glad 
there's no light tho' ; to difcover my blulhcs at 
the opep declaration I mull make him. 

EnUr Cockle TOP. 

Cockle TOP. As dark as an Egyptian Ca- 
tacomb. Belinda venturing to Town mud be 
on the report of her Aunt's death, and iftlear- 
ty has told her— ^ I'll fpeak to her here. 

Mrs. Cockletop: Areyouthere? 

Cockle TOP. Yesi 'tis fee. i wifli wc 
had a light ■■ where are you, you little Guinea 
Pig ? 

Mrs. Cockletop. Eh, my dear when 
I bury Mr. Cockletop. 

Cockletop. Bury me — Caftde.)' 
When for you Fll make a mummy of Mrs. 
Cockletop. 

Mrs. Cockletop. Angels and Mini- 
flersl it's the ghoftof my dcccas'd Hufband 
come to upbraid me— ~ oh much wrong'd 
Spoufe ! 

Cockletop. Spoufe! it's tl.e Spirit of my 
wife- — Oh Lord ! oh great injured Goblin I 
(Falls on ilerr Knees at ctf oft te fides.) 

Joky. Oh here's the Parfon driving to 
lay my MiftrefE— but flieUI fu'-cly tear his head 
off— it's my poor dear Mafler— *hclp, murder I 

Enter 
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Enfer HzAT..rY witJb Cand/es-^MRS* Cauq\ 
MILE £2/7^ Belinda- 
Mrs. Camomile, Eh I what work's 
here ? 

Joey. My Lady's ghoft teairng old Marter 
to pieces {Riftng in i ajle^ ovcrfets tb$ fable and 
Runs off.) 

Mrs. Cockletop. Mr Ccckfetop alive ! 
. Cockletop. My wife not dead I 

Frank. Uncle, you promis'd that v/'^en 
proved to be deceived in Antiquities, Belinda 
fliould htmxTi^ (Speaking in a feigned Voice ) 
Now zurc befidcs the Fifty "Pounds, give her to 
poor Taunton Dean. 

Cockletop. Was't you ? take her ; I 
was a wife man till my brain got Love coddled 
•— fo my dear let's forgive Frank and Belinda, 
and forget our follies. 

Hearty. Come, come, let us tr*.insfer 
our paffion for ancient Virtue to the encou- 
ragement of Modern Genius. — Had not Rome 
and Athens, cheri(h*d the Arts of their times, 
thcy^d have left no Antiquities for us to ad- 
mire. — 

Mrs. Cockletop. Why rake for gems 

the aflies of the dead, 

And fee the living artiil pine for bread. 

Frank. Give, 
While you live. 

Heirs that f^ndcafii incomers, ' 

Will at your Funeral, make Right Merry- 
Mourners. 



T H fe END. 
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Corojppilsx to the Thpatre-Rotai., 
: Go vent -Garden. 

SIR," 

Q I L B L A S advifed a friend 
who had written for the 
* ftage with iuccdfs, to publifh 
his works, observing that as he 
had impofed upon the public 
hy th« reprefentation of bad 
pieces, he ought to open their 
. eyes in gratitude for the recep- 
tion they had met. This Ope- 
ra, I fear, like the works df 
' <*he Spanifh dramatift, tho' ap- 
^plauded on the ftage, may fall 
I Hnder cenfure- in the clofet, 

where 
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M E N,- Refidents in the Eoreft. 

ROBIN HOOD, Captain of the 

Outlaw Archers, — Mr. Da vies. 

LITTLE JOHN, his Friend and 

- Pow-bt?arer, r ^— - Mn Quick. 

SCARLET, a prmcipal^butlaw,- • Mr; Brett. 
BOWMAN, another CXjtJaw, Mr. Cubitt. 

l^r. Darley, 
OUTLAWSi^-and Afrh^i^, . V Mr, Qoyle, : 

ALLEN A DAL£,i tli^ Sh«pHe^||flV 

of theForelt, -r^ f^^^l^ Kennedy. 

*1 E t^; y ifitor* to the iTop^ft) 

:■ UUTTfiK'IN, aa hmerkii^t Tinker, Mr. finwiw. 

BAhX>H FlTZHERBEET^/dif- 
" giiifed ds Friar TtTclc, ' .— MK Wilson. 

£DWlN,'the Hermit cjf the DalejMn. Johnstone. 

W O M E N,' Refid^ts in the Foreft. 

STELLA, ^ Shepherdefs, Mifs Wheeler. 

^ -ccFc I Mrs. Davene TT. 

LAS^ESf -, .' I Mifs. Brakgin. 

WOMEN, not refident in the Forefl. 

CLORINDA, Hulitrefs of T^bury, Mrs. Martyr. 
ANNETTE, the tiny Foot^page, Mrs. Wilson. 
ANGELINA, a Pilgrim,, Mrs.BANNiSTEi. 

The SCENE iieajti Sherwood Foreft. 
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S H E-R^ 6 O D F O EL E ST. 



. ACT I 

Scene a ^epnjoOBd terminating in a lir/io-^ Several C6ti 
fiaded by trees : on one fide of the Jiage^ Archtrs mak- 
ing atron/js;' ofi the Qthtt^fide' Stella mid other ivomen 
with Jjfiaffs^ fitting at their fcveral doors. 






GLEE. 

'*N Sherwood's gr'ove, 
[' The fweets' of 1 ove, 
We'll ta!^e and drink ttllAve're mellow ; 
With dimpled fin'Ues, 
Sly winks and wiles, 
Eachlafs will pi eafejier fellow, 
Renting, 
Flan ting, 
Gay gallaming. 
Such fport the like ne'er feen O ! 
Hey down derry, derry. 
Merry maids and archers. 
Tripping it on the green O. — 

^owm^w. Here comes little John.— r— 

r> Enter 
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a IVOBINHOOD. 

Ent§r JoHN^ carryi^ a large bowm -. 

John, Well fung and (h-ongly, my blithe lads ani 
hearty la(Iep*^like true out-Taws who lighten the 
heavy purles bf the rich with. clear confciences, 
Uiare your booty with' the poor, and wafhdownre^ 
pentance with cups of nappy brown ale. 

Stella* Girls, let us retire. 

iTke wdmen retire into the coU, 

Bcrwman. Why are we called out-laws, ^hn ? 

John, 111 tell you. Laws were flpde to punifli 
rogues ; but we being honefl fellowsL are put out of 
the law* ^ll 

Bonjomaiu Then honefty and lawwe not found 
together. 

John, True i and therefore being honed we live 
againft the law ; and yet. with due deference to tiie 
learned profeffion, we live honeftly as thofe who liveV 
l^ the iaw« 

Bowman. Right, John.. 

John. Mark — ^Wc kill the King*s deer, and arc 
Q^led thieves ; but who are the greateft thieves, we 
who feed on royal venlfon, or thofe who prey upon 
his naajefty's liege fubje<^s^ Stand clofe and attend 
to me, lads— our captain, the brave earl of Huntii^* 
don, has a call upon pur fervice, therefore ever? 
man muft look to his arms ; let your quivers be well 
flocked with arrows, and fee that your bow-fh'iDgs 

fe all found. This ni^ht w« Tally forth on an expe- 
tion. 
Bowmofu What is the c^fe } 
John, Our capuin you all know was betrothed te 
the fair Clorinda, niece to Baron Ficr Herbert. You 
alfoknow, that on the very eve of marriage he was 
ordered from cowt. 
Bowman. True- 

John, Now this was all owing to the bifliop of 
Hereford, who malicioufly poifoped the royal ear, 
«nd the mftant the noble Huntingdon became an ob- 

jeft 
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ROBIN HOOD. 3 

jeft of tli€ King's difplcafure, the whole court tribe^ 
even the very caterpillars wlio fed upoH his bounty, 
avoided him as if he was coutagtous. 

Bcrwman, But we, John, ftuck to him, and will 
while we have life, ^ . 

J'jh/u Give me your handi-*-af man never wwIm 
knows hfs friends till misformne overtakes hm. But 
mark— Our leader's heart is fixed upon the hdy Clo- 
rinda,. and (h^ loves ht\m with equal ardour ; but the 
proud Barm, hef uncle> keeps her locked up> and 
^ preve»ts all intercourfe between them. 

Bowman. Why not attack the Baron's cafUe and 
•carry her off b^ force. — ^ i 

John. That m the' biifinefs you are to be employed 
on — we will execute it this very night; but not a 
word to Kobin, voluntary fervice is moft valuable^ 
and to-mon:ow^ l:truft, we .ihail be able to prefent 
his miflrtfi-fo kmir^/i h^n foundsy^H^rkl Scar* 
let's horri. ; 

Enter •Scaklet,. aJid Archery with Ruttekiw tht 
Tinker ^ piifoneri an Archer carrying his budget, 

yohh. Brave Scarlet, welcome!— Who hare we 
^thcrt} f Examining Ruttekin J 

Scarlet. We difcovered a company of men within 
the purlieus of the Foreft, on their way we fuppofic 
to the aflizes at Nokingbam, 

Jb/r«. On their <vayio the aflizes I O the ui/con- 
fcionable dogs I with intent no doubt to fue their 
honeft debtors^ 

Scarlet. They fled, and all efcaped but this fel- 
low. • 

John. What ^re you firrah ? ' 

Rutitkin. A tinker and a fool, but no knave. 

Jt}hn. W^ll difUnguiilicdi for though all knaves 
are fools, all fools are uut knaves* Where do you 
refide, tinker? 

Rutttkin. Where I (land, 1 carry my fliop on my 
back, as the Xnail carries his houfe i Ttin always at 
home, yet am a traveller. 

B z John. 

# 
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4 TIOBINHOOD. 

John. A fool a traveller ! bat that is no new cafe, 
many * of our travelFers having proved therafelves 
fools. Let the tinker be free. But fay, lads, what 
plunder have you brought in ? 

Scarlet. Not much. We tntt a monk, who de- 
nied having calh, but Robin forced him to pray to 
his titular faint fof-fome , and ^fter five mlputes de- 
votion, on fearching his reverence, we found twenty 
broad pieces in his hood; but the money did not 
remain lohg with us: falling 1ft withoi?e of the bilhoo 
of Hdr^fbfd^s tenants, wlio wai'ffyiiig^ltpnJ'hii hi 
bitation, being lifiable to^'pay rliis' rem^ tiobin, wftt 
his atcuftonied humanity,' riiad^ him a preAirif of the 
Friars tribute. »— , i * " 

■ John. Perhaps this- fellow is an impoftor, fb opfin 
his pack (j)(?m//wj; fo Kurt^kin ) : " A gobd heart mjy 
lie in a deformed body; i dianiond' n?ay beViJrice^H 
ill a dunghill, and why iiot gdld or filler iiilhls Isddgei'. 
{They open the hud^t'and thronv oiet afbwl, a bottle^ 
-and loafi Ruttekiu leaps into it. 

Ruttekin. Spa' e my prppenyj ^ny budgef contaixtt 
-ray ways and means'! 

Scarlet, Out oft the budget, or PlI |:nock vott 
doWn. "' * ' ' ' * 

Ruttekin. What ftrike a man4n his own /hop? 

' {^Horn founik 

John. There goes Robin's blail and caffs nie'^ 
Away, lads ; reinftate mafter Tinker in pofleflion ^ 
his mop and moveables, ' and gi<^e 'tire poor devil 
fome refrelhtnent. ^ . /. . ^ j-^^y/ 

Ruttekin. Lead away, my Tuary folk, and 1*11 dance 
after you, . . 

A I R- 

I mend pottles and canns, 

Hoop jujrgs, patcM kettles and pans^ 

And over the cc^ntfy trudge it : ' 
I fmg without nieafure, 
Nor fear lofs of treafiire, 

Aud carry my all in my budget. 



Here 
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Here under the green leav*d bulhes 

Ohhow wenifiik it, 

.Caper and jirk it, 
Singing as blithe as tlirullies^ 

rmnot plagued with a wife. 
Live free from conteft and ftrife, 

Blow high, blow lo w— Ruttekin never minds it* 
I eat when I'm hungry, 

Drink when Pm dry^ 

Join pleafure wherever I find it. 

Here underlie the green kav'd bufhe», 

Ohhow we'll ftrk it, 

Caper and jirk it, 
Singing as iilithe aMhrulhos. ^Exeunt, 

iSnter fKiAK und John, fighting with quarttr-Jiaves^ 
t<wo AfteiiERS following* 

.tfl Archer. "STell done^ Jrthn ! 

izd Archer » Well laid on, friar ? 

yoiin Let no man Itrike who love5 me. Friar, yoii' 
have bf aten me foundly ; 1 ret.Mn the mu/]c of your 
£ddle-ftick in both my ears — O heav<fn pvefc-rve u^ 
from the heavy arm of Mother Church ! 

Friar,: Have I done you juftice? 

John. Yes, jufVice with a ven^eaKce fA— To give th« 
devil his due, this infernal divine .fights with CbriP- 
tian fortitude — The faft blow ItagJieredmyconlcience^ 
But will y6u iive among i>s, prielt? 

FrlRr With all my hcait, upt^n this condition,^ 
that if you need a-chaplain, I may ftrve you and your 
friends in tliat capacity. 

John, Will you be true ? 

Friar^ To the laft moment I will be true to you 
—will attend to fhrive litde Jolm, even at the gal- 
lows. 

J^hn. 1 ihank your charity, reverend Sir ; and, as 
fjiegooij turn de '.rves anoil er, be iifii-red you 11 all 
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not want a fricn4 to fhake hands with at the gtbbft* 
Oar chaplain you (hall be; i confeflbr, ray hearts, 
will make us new men every day, ^y abfot^ing us in 
the morninjr for our trefparfes bver-nig!it.— ^ — But we 
mult not have too much devotion. - ' v • 

Friar. Ntver fear — Though I wcm* the habit of 
the church, 1 am no devotee; 1 love my fi-iends, 
pray for my enemies, and my principal ftudy is tte 
art of living well with all mankind. / 

Jo/in. And women kind, 1 prefume ^ 

friar. Who ordained you a cbnfeflbr ?— But m 
t^uth. thougli 1 have takeii the vow of celibacy, I 
reprobate aUngle life among the laity, and think that 
were the fuperfluous produ6tibns of tiature to be 
pruned away, the bufinefs ihould commence by lop- 
ping oif old maids and fufty batchelors; 

yohn^ Right— they are a malignant generation, 
and, like the rattle fnake, increafe m none and ve- 
nom with their years. To what monaflery do you 
belong > 

Friar. To none ; I am juft returned from a cm- 
fade. -^ 

yofin. I thonght fo, for you laid on like a Turk. 

f/B/ff Bowman, viiih a pieathed Sword, 

Bonxjman. A (Irangcr has furrendered to one of oiff 
ont-pofts, and 19 coming this way. He demands an 
audience with Robin Hood •immediately, and fends 
his fword. ' ^Delivers the fnuord to '^ohru 

John. Conduct the ftranger before iis — and fee, 
mafter Bowman, take care of this honefl Friar ^ let 
him have liquor to moiften the clay, for I fee by his 
rtiby nofe, he is a wet foul with a dry liver. 

Friar, Go on, my lad ; af?d remember your or- 
<jers— — let me have liqoor aplenty to moiften the 
Kclay.-w— . 



A I K. 
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AIR, 

tlamjuft arriv'd fro^athe Holy Land, 

Over the bufh and under the brier ; 
And I drink till I neither cao fit, >valk or (land, 
for I am a jolly old friar, 
, O I ara, a nierry old Friar. 

"I've fwallow'd hogffieads, biUts, gallons and quarts, 
Over the biim and under the brier ; ' 
' So light my heart,' mifchancc it never thwarts, 
' For I am a jolly old Friar, 
1 am a merry old Friar* 

' If on ray way I meet a bojiny lafa, , , 

Oyer the bufh and under the brier? 
Then la blefling give — fnug on the graft— 
For I am a joUy old Friar, 
O 1 am' a merry old ?riar^ 

l£x£unt Friar and Bowman. 

Jo/in. Well chauntei^ and merrily ; a goodly pfalm; 
finder: yet his notes w^ould found better in a taveni 
than a cathedral. 

Enter EvwiHi^ gtiardt^d^ 

Edwin. I ^ave told you my buQnefs is ^||h Robin 
vHood only. [^Ty thg-guard. 

yohn. That naay be, but you cannot lee the great 
Robin, till firft examined, bj little, John, Who are 
ybu^ Sir? 

Edwin. A gentleman^ courteous Sir, wiio wiftes to 
be confidered your humble fervant. 

^o/in. Fairiy /poken— Ajn hpmble fervant is good, 
becaufe it is a rarity, mofl fervants ilTumiri^ more 
impudence than "their maflers. Now Ge,nilen:an is 
bad I though it is a good title to travel wiib^ or live 
by: for every fellow, who has neither propeity or 
profeiHon, and is 'too lazy to work, begs ox plunders 
. under the cfaarafter of Centltman. 

Edwi 
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EJu/in. 1 agice with ^ou, Sir, and the couatry i& 
over-run with fiich vermin. 
Jo/m. Here comes our leader 

Enter Kq^is^ 

Nobie Cajjtain, .this gentleman, who fays lie Is my 
humble fervant,<de fires t« (peak with y u. 

Rijbin I like his prefence — —You appear a fol- 
dier, Sir.-^ — Return him his fword, [To John) It i» 
my way to meet eyery man on' equal terms ; and if 
you come for a trial of ikill, my bow -bearer will fee 
fair play. 

Johm Never doubt my honour ; and -if you beat 
Robin to-day, John will indulge yon with a bout to- 
morrow. 

Edwifu I would fpcak in private. 

John. Then I withdraw; and, in truth, *I tim not 
in good fighting order— Stella, has run away with ray 
heart ; and this friar hi^ railed fo many knobs upon 
my head, it feels like a bunch of grapes. [ExiU 

RoMn- Now Sir wliat are your commands? ' 

Edwin, Courage and generofity are congenial qua- 
lities ; I am confident you pofiefs the firft, and- doubt 
not but I fhall expedience the latter. 

Robin You feem to fp^ak from a brav^ ^nd candid 
£m\. Wliatever my me^i has taken fli^U be returned 

Edniin. Tonly wifti them toref^ore a' hermit's gar- 
mtnt. Yon fee before you an unhappy man, icorned 
by the woman he loves, urged by defpair, yet doat- 
ing on thecaufe of his mifery. O heaven I is. there 
AP comfort for me ? 

AIR. 

Ye powVs who nlake virtue your cafe, 

O bend from your bowers above; 
Say, why fhoiild ditlrefs and defj^xir 

Be the conftant auendants on love? 

^Shouia 
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^h^d \yar with its wide-fpreading wafie^ 
Of nations the fcourge and tl]e cuxfe, 

To tenrfold its rage be encre^y, 
The torments of lovers are worfe. 

Ye powVs who mak^ virtne'-yoiti care, 

O bend from your bowers above ; 
^y, why fto^uld diftrcfs ai^d de(}>atr 
Jip the ^ojrft^ot attendi^nts on love?- 

Robin. Your forrows, breathing the genuine ^el- 
ings of an injured mind[,. engage iny friendihip. Is it 
your intention. to join pur party ? You may command 
here every thing cojaduQive to yo^.eafe. 

Edwin. You ii3,v^-my tibanks; rhiii I muft refufe 
your geperpv^ olfer. My ixun|i,ilong Jabouring with 
mef, has determined upon retirement : underftanding 
there is a hermitage in tlie Foreft, lately occupied by 
a holy man, nov^f <^3 ; tlue^-e, Joft tofhe world. I 
wifli to become his melanclvoly fucceflor, and pine 
'put a life of wretphednefs. 

Hohin. May 1 enquire who you are ? 

£d!zvin. My harrie is Edsvin, ibn to Sir Lancelot 
Bat^na'rd ; I am jult returned from Pale^ine, where for 
three years ferving under a borrowed nanie, I fought 
for death iq battle. 

J^obin Concimand my Services. J knew ynur father 
^n, and often under him repeHed my copntry's foes, 
^ft^'ingratitude of thofe'I loved and ierved has driver) 
Jhe into this Fqrell, an out-law — but no more of that 
^•--though rough in manners, and poiTefling afperity 
• tgainft the proud,' the avaricious and the Inxurianr, 
you /hall find me not ungenerous to the diflrefled. 

Edwin. 'Tis to your generofity I apply; the fim-; 
plicity of youy manners 1 admire, ancrdefpile the fii- 
f»erficial ciVflipies of life : the mind of a foldier, like 
his fword,' is mor^ valuable for Jts temper than ' 
foiifli. ' -rutyouiw ar 

Robin* Henceforward we areiprove, remeiuder, 
*-'let us in and drink a pledge to? dccpeft impreflions 

Men, 

■ Digitized by Google 



to ROBINHOO©. 

rour hand (takes Edwh^-s handful feci for you. Alas ! 
am myfelf a lover, and though beloved in return, 
fuffer under all the excruciating pangs of jeblence. 

DUET. 

The Aag through the forefl, when rousM by tbe horn, 
Sore frighted, m^h bounding, flies wretched, forlorn; 
Quick panting, heart burlttng, the hounds now in 

view, 
Speed doubles, fpeed doubles, they eager purfue. 
But'fcaping'the hunters, again, through the groves, 
Forgetting paft evils, with freedom he roves. 
Not fo in his foul, who from tyrant Love fliet, 
The fhaft iUU remains, and defpairing he dies. 

{Exeunt. 

E'lter AuLti^ and Steila, 

Allen. 1 am certain fomcching dirtrefles you : tell 
me, my dear fifter, what is it ? 1 your brother and 
friend, have a ri^ht to quedion you: believe me, 
Stella, few women would fall into error, if they made 
confidants of their male relations. 

Stella 1 do believe you love me, brother j and I 
hope you have no reafon to complain of ray ,y:i 
afFe<5lion. Let me aik you a queftion j What 
you of Will Scarlet > 

Allen, That, in manners, he is a vain fop ; and, in 
his heart, a cunning deceiver. Like an over-ripe pear, 
fair without, but bad within. 

Stdla, You are right, brother, be is a fop } for 

when he brings home pofies from the meadows, he 

always culls t;he fweeteft and prcttiefl to ornament 

himfelf ; and he is a deceiver,, as poor Martha knows 

her coft. Oh! poor Martha] flie was once the 

-.life , , eft. . • 

le povvVs who n. 

O bend from yoi 

S^y, why fhoiild dii A I A 

Be th^ conftant atte 

Dgtized by Google 



R,0 B I N H O O D. II 



AIR. 

" The laugbing powers 

*' That lea the wanton Fiours, 

** When May was in hef prime, 

•* Open'd the cells of flow'rs 

** To airy paramours, 

^* AimI bid the love- fick' poet figh in rhyme, ^ 

Oh ! fummer all too fair ! 

Oh ! blifTes all too high ! 

Oh f might /he not have known, 

That fweeteft flow'r the fooneft blown. 

Is foonef! gone— 

That cleareft ftream beneath the fummer flty 

May foon be dry I 

She never faid, ' 

Can my dear love fly, ^ 
Till he was fled! 

But what think ye of Little John ? 

Allen, 1 think him a nrfletan, a goodly apple, with 
a plain outfide, but found core. 

Stella* And I think fo too ; for he flrews thyme 
under my window, when he thinks \ do not fee him j 
am! when he gathers wild ftrawberries, or filberts, or 
finds honeycombs in the woods, he always prefents 
them to pie untouched. 
' Alien, There is as much difference between John 
and Scarlet as between an honefl man and a knave. 
I know they are both your admirers, but be cauti- 
ons in beftowing your affet^ion; you are very youngs 
Stella J and love, my girl, has its bitters as well as 
/weets. 

Stella, I would tell you a fecret— but you muft hear 
me without cenfure 5 or if you reprove, remember, 
the leffons of alFedlion make the dcepefl impreflions 
when breat^ied with gentlencfs. 

AUm, 
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^llen. Speak with freedom. Something I fear has* 
hurt you. 

Siella. Yes, lam hurt, and yet I cannot tell where. I 
am plcafed too, yet I cannot tell why. I figh when I. 
wifh to fmile. Nay more, I am warm in the cool 
Aade, and freeze even in the Sun. Heigh ho J 

jiittn. And how long hive you had this complaint ^ 

Stella* How long ! it has been coming, on me by 
degrees at leaft thele long, long two months. Let me 
whifper you a queftiorf ; nay, turn your head, I can* 
not fpeak whilt you look in my face You muft 
know, Little John this day gave me fome wild plumbs 
— La. I cannot fay a word more ! 

Mien* Thtn the complaint lies there. 

Stelh" Where, brother, where— mercy, (hew me! 
Sure 1 do not eat too many wild plumbs — where does 
the CO. I plaint lie ? 1 feel the pain, but cannot difcover 
the feat of it. 

Allen, Lay your hand upon your heart and pronounce 
the name of John. .; - 

StelL There — John, John, John—Blefs me! how 
it beats^pit, pit, pit, pat— Heigh ho ! ray coroplaii^ 
I find is the heart-burn and palpitatioli. 

x///<?«i The truth is you love John 

Sulla. Love a man ! O fie I Yet,, certainly I have 
a great friendfhip for John. You know, brother, whett 
1 fell into the river, hcpjunged in and faved my lif% 
while Scarlet ran for afmlance. 

Mien, 1 do not blame your gratitude ; but be cajatf- 
ous, John's fimplicity might provcj as injurious ai 
Scarlet's cimnii}g. .^ . , „: : . . 

Stellcu iUl follow your advice, for^ f have heard, 
ygiing girls often meet .with ruin whef e they expeS * 
fc<?urity— ,, . . . 

Allen. And ever after futter under the pangs of 
feme, repentance, and bitter grief* 

AIR.* 



Hard beats' her heart, her eyes ppu^ tears. 
Corroding grief confumes her years ; 
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Nomore fli^ fports v/ith4iam&]s gay, 
' But mourns in penance night an^ day. 
Love makes her happy for a while, 
And then, like thee>.me^l chearful fmile y 
But fobn ^he willow himb her head— r 
She mounts a lover fromiier lied. 

* [Exeunt^ 

Scene changes to ansther part -of the Porefl, Enter 
CtaRiNDA i« the drefs of/i hunt rep ^ nmth bo^ut 
and fiuver : Angelina as a male pilgrim % An* 

^ NE T T E as her page, ^ 

Ckrinda. Nay, let me perfuade you, my fwcet 
ccufm, do not depjirt till you fee the refult of my ad- 
ifenture. 

Angeliria. That is impoflible, my vow prohibits 
me : I will not reft till Ihave readied the coaft, nor 
will 1 return ti^l J ^eet tidings of ray love. 

Clorinda. But we^iie-now near tfee bower of my lover 
— O Cupi^ ! thou .tyrant of the paffioDs, be merciful 
to tliy poor petitioner f- 

^ Annette. Well, this love has fet you both mad^ but 
your madnefs,. Madam, {to ^ClorirJa) I think the 
naoft defirabie. Heaven defend me^ from llie aiBic- 
tions of my lady, my lord I meaU ! Melancholy mad- 
nefe is hoiTiWe! But let who Avill flgh, 1 will laugh- 
throu-h life while 1 b^reathe. La ! 1 have had lovers 
of all profeflions, and plajf^d them off with, equal ia- 
difference. 

AIR.'- 

When the mela a coutttng came, '^^ 

^ Flattering with their p^lttte .prattle ;. * 

Of theij foolVies I made ^atne, -s, 

Rally'd wirh my tittle tattle. 
Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me, 
TcaVfjg of lUe, 
Pleffingofme, 

-. *^' 
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OiPringpelf, 
Each fiily elf 
Came wooing, cooiag, bowing to me. 

The learned fcrjeant of the law 

Shew'd his parchments, briefs, an^fpapcn; 
In his deeds I found a 'flaw, 

So difmifi'd hixn in the vapours^ , 

Cooing lo me, 

Wooing to me, 

Teafin^ of me, 

Pleafing of me, 

Otf rii)g pelf, 

Each ally df 
Came wooing, cooing, . bowing to me. 

Phyfic old difplay'd his wealth, 

Wilb his noftrums, but the fm is, 
I fwore loud IM ke^p my health. 
Nor die martyr to his pra<ftkc. 

Cooing to me. 

Wooing to me, ^ 

Teafing ofiaae, 

Pleafing of me 

OfTringpelf, 

Eacn miy elf 
Came wooing, cooing,< bowing to roe; 

But at I aft a fwain bowM low, 

Candid, handfome, tall, and clever, 
^^qiieez'd my hand, I can't tell how. 
But he won my heart ^or ever* ^ 
Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me, 
Preffing of me, 
Blefling of me, 
He*s no peif^ 
Yet for himfelf 
111 fend all other lovers from w^ 

AngeUmi. 
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Jingelina, Some one comes this way. ,-^ * 
Clarinda* One of the inerry archefa — Hillo ! hHlo ! 
^antivyji 
John. Itrnthin} HiUo T Hillo I. hilloa 1 

£fiter IcrHn. 

►By St. Dunten's fhrine, a Diana I and with a voice 
'fixrili as the. lark ! Egad, fair nymph, . you make the 
-welkin ring with your ftirill notes. But why falute ma 
-with a tantivy 5 1, being a batchelor, and^hat ^atu- 
latioo onVy due tw married gCntry, who come under 
the deicription of biKks> [to Clorindz) Save your 
reverence, [bowin^'^f Angelina) I prefuroe you are a 
palmer, performing penance for the fins of your fore- 
fathers, for thou art too young to have tranfgreHed 
ftiyfelf. But may I en<|uire, are yott returning from, 
4>r going on a pilgrimage ? 

Annetu Wliy aik? What is your rcafon? and What 
right has my mafter to» anfwer you } 

John. Here is a chatterer I Pray, my little magpie, 
has your tongue beeB fplit with a lUver groat, that it 
wags fo glit)ly ? 

Annette, You muft know, my goud friend, I and 
my mafter ^ave traverled France, eroded the Alps, 
yiixted Jcrufalem,^ made an excurfion into Turkey, 
and— — 

John, Enough, moujrh-^Egad, my lad of wax, the 
hint^es of your tongue want no oiling.. B^t pray now, 
to what purpofe did yaugo thuou^h alf this fatigue ? 

Annettf In truth to little purpofe : our objeft* 
M'ere beauty and virtue, both of which we find flon- 
ri/h better at home than in any other foil. Pray, 
Sir, give this inquifitive fellow an account of your 
travels. ' 

Angelina. I will indulge hira with all my heart, 
and then, fair coufin, without further ceremony, or even 
a farewell, 1 (hall depart {to Clorinda.) My page 
has told you beauty and virtue were the objetSls oi 
my fearch. 

C-2 B ALV AD- 
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BALLAD. 

I travers''d Judah'« barren fartd, 

At Beauty's altar to adore ; 
But there the Tuiic had f^oil'd the laifd, 

And Sion's daughters wer&tio more* 

•In Greecfe the beW intperioas mien. 
The wantofj look, the leering eye^ 

%ade Love's devotion not be fecn 
Where conftancy is never nigh. 

from thence to Italy's fah* fhor» 

I urgM my never-ceafing way^ 
And to Loretto's temple bora 

A mind devoted flill m pray. 

But there too Supcrftiti^s hanS 

Had ficklie'd ev^ry feature ^P\ 
Aod made me foob regainthe Und, 

Where beauty fills the weflern fliOFe'rt 

Where Hymen with coelefliai powV 

Connubial tranfport-doth adorn, . 
Wliere pureft virtue fports the hour - 

That ufeers in each happy morn. 

Tie daughters of old Alt>ion*s ifl^. 

Wherever 1 150, where'er 1 f^rar, 
O, Charity*^ fweet children, fmile, 

To cheer a pilgrim on his way !' 

tlorinda. May cheerfulnefs be thy guide, and fafety 
ihy attendant ! {Exeunt Angelina ^w^ Annette, 

Johtu 1 'fay Amen, from the depth of my heart. 
And now, yon more than mortal, what is your bufr* 
Tiefs in the Foreft ? 

Clrlnda I leek a known bold archer, who d^aws 
his bow with-flcilJ, andean pierce an apple, or fplitm 
wand, at threefcore yards diftance. 
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Jvbn. Then you have hit the mark ; and tho' I fay 
it, who fhould not fay it, there is not a tighter fellow, 
of his irxhi^s in the Foreft, thaa ) our humble fervant 
Little John, , - 

6/c;r/«dfa. Art thou Little John ? 

John. The-fame, lady— But fee, I have no appre- 
benfxon from the quivrer of your eyes ; my atfedtions 
areiengaged, and my heart is proof a^ainft their ar- 
rows. But for your corofor^ tlicre are charitable men 
in tlie Foreft, andj^ou may fecure half a d^zen ftringt 
'to your bow. 

^ClorinJa, HM'3. dozen!" Cry you mercy, Lihlc 
John : I have heard of your prowcfs» it is true, but 
leek a man at JeaU a foot taller. 

A I R. 

The trump of fame your name has breath'd^ -^ 
.^ its praife has founded far and near ; >' 

Stout little John, with laurel ^wreath'd. 
Hath rt.ach'd each ^ame and damfel's ear.. 

But 'tis not you ; bold Robin Hood 
I come to fcek with benc'cd bow, 

That man of might 

I fain would fight, 
And conquer with my oh, ho, ho V 

Through fr oft and fnow. 

Though cold winds blow, 

•I never fail. 

In rain or hail. 

Though thunders roll ' . 

From pole to pole. 
To conquer with my oh, ho^ ho t 

With bended bow. 

The buck or dep, 

1 never fail, ^ ^ 

Through rain or hail. 

Though thunders roll 

From pole to pole, ^ 

To conqtie;-withniy oh, ho, ho ! 
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John 'Fore George, damfel, you fing a tfterty 
ftavc ; but Robin wiUncver fight you, fo there is com- 
fort for you and your oh, ho, ho !— *But here he comes, 
and with him a poor love-fick devil, gorogtatum 
hermit — 

Clorinda. It is, indeed, my dear Robiii f — 

J9hn Dear Robin I 'ViYto are you > Speak nymph, 
I be^in to fufpetft-*- 

Clorinda. Step afideand I will tell you. 

John. Your lilly hand (takes her hand) for egad, 
darafcl, ^ like you and your oh, ho, ho \ [Exeunt. 

Enter RoEi v and Eowrif^ 

Robin. It grieves me 1 cannot perfuade you to re* 
main with us, time and refledlion, with cheerful com- 
pany and the fports of tlie cBafe, would alleviate 
your paki. 

Edwin. No, no— I have trice! every liieans in vain: 

three years abfence ha^not leflened, -fcut increafed my 

ipaflion and my grief— even hope, ifiatfweeteningbalcn 

which attends the TOart}Ted wretch ftrained on the 

H-ack in his lad pangs of torture, is denied to nie, 

R\)btn Pray hear me. 

Edwin, Do not urge me— my life I have "devoted to 
^heaven, an4 wiU perfevere— permit oxiz of your arch- 
ers to condudi me t;o the hermitage. 

Rabin. Ydu (hall be obliged; and yet I hope f(X 
your afliftance and advice in recovering my love, roy 
dear Clorinda ! 

Edwin, You fliall 'have itty prayers — foccefs atten'd 

your efforts. You venture for a Woman who recipro- 

•cates your pafHon, and will reward it ; 1 fuffer for an 

A]nfeeling maid, whofe fcorn was indaiit death, did n® 

^F beauty falve the wound it gives. 

AIR, 

•Her hair is like a solden clHe, 

Drawn from Mmerva's loom j 
'^^Her lips carnations dropping dew, 

*H«r fcreath is a perfume. 

Her 
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^^Bn* teow is like the mountain fnoWf 

6iit by tbe nKMrning beam : 
•^er cheeks like living rofes blow:, 

Her eyes like azure fire am. 

i^dieu. my friend, be ine^orgCT, 

And frcmi thy mind dcfac'd ; 
^ Bat may that bi^pineis be thine, 

Whk;b i cafi never tafte. pBrrf*j 

Enter JoH^. 

yohn. Clear ^be clouds from your brow, anrf pre- 
'pare for kiughter ; I have a merry f ale^o tickle your 
•4ancy ^vith. , 

Rtbin, Poftpone y^urmerriipent, good Johrf : I am 
4n.a melancholy mood, and would.indulge it. 
^ John* 1 bring Ibroething to fbvizt your fj)iri«s--A 
challenge,, arid there Ket? the gauntlet. , \ , 

^ {Throws down a womnn^t gtote,' 
Robin, A woman's giove. ^fTakes up the glcwe, 
John, 1 know not whether man or woman ; but the 
' challenger is here inthe ^oreft, andfwears to beat you 
with an Oh, ho, ho ! ^ [Etdt. 

Kobin, Perhaps fome lover of nay Clorinda i here 
comes the Granger. 

Enter John Imding^ Gloj^th^A, 4ter -head iurmd 
frm RoBiNv - > 

♦- * ' ,' 

Rxihtn* A woman 1 

Jo^w. 1 fay . a godded— but turn your head thts 
way, pleafe your goddefslhip ; for if you figtit here, It 
'- muft be face to face. 

Clorinda, {lodisng iowards RolAn.) Not know me, 
4lobin| 

Rohln* It is Clorinda, my life, tny love f [^Embriice, 
-7<^w* Egad, that is a Ctfrnilh hug 1 • ^ 

Ct$rintU. 
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Clorinda* O Robia — 1 have ventured aW for you ! 
will you not think lightly of me .* trni .1 ,n»t Iclkned 
in your ellccm, for thus boldly (lepping -beyond the 
l)ounds prtTcri; ed by hiy.fex. i 

liU'in, Say, low t»aft tlidu efcaped? — \ hadTefohr- 
ed as foon as to-nioi row*s fuu fei from the world, to 
force you from >aor,i)ranr. 

John. Then you had b^en difappointed, for 1 had 
refolved with the affiftance of Alfen &>Da]e, and our 
n?erry men, to have done the bufinefe this very night 
unknown to you. It is a great difappointment to me, 
fair lady, to b/deprived the pleafure of knocking the 
old proud Baron, your unck on the head. 

Ckirinda, My uncle went .yeilerday to court, in cpn- 
fequence of an order from the king, ; and it is rumour- 
ed the French liave threatened an invafion. I availed 
niyfelf of his-abfence, and fled to you, my love. 

Robin.'^o Hve in this dreary .Foreft ; but it is not 
dreary-r where you refide the Iweercft violets blow— 
Ipring fports around your walks ; an'd when you Xxm\^ 
the coldeft hearts, rejoice with funnner's warmth, 

A i R. ^ 

ChanTfmg Clorinda, eVry note 

You breathe thefe woods among, 

Shall move my grateful tongue i 
Swelling my ardent throat. 
Homage devout to pay, • „ 
' Love harmonize the lay, 

And foeth'her with a fang. ; 

, Should fhe bewllderM, chance to flray, 
Ye fongllers, m ar^ your grove, 

To her your notes beioijgt; 
"My foul irs ftnfe fhall prove, 
''My voice its^po\yers dlfplay, 
Love harmonize the lay, 

And ieoth her with a fong. 

John. S^i the m^rr^ archep returning from the 
chafe* '- ; . 

^ Enter 

-' ♦ ' 
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iff«/«r Stella, Scarlet, Allen, i^c, 

^Mn. My' frietids, congratulate me : I have re- 
covered my Clo'riaida, and we will have a jovial day, 
l*ove has found hia way into the foreft, and to ref uie 
^im an hospitable reception, would be unj^rratefuL 

Jttht. Stella, whyfilent? L^dy, thi« \% the tender 
4ove of my affcdlion, and you Aall folitit for me? 

p*a^ dlbrlnda) But kt ^s into the bower ^— -Old 

Splice'cm the friar, who arrived thir morning, cattic 
In puddlAg time, and if 1 can -prevail onjStella, be . 
ihall ihoitiy lug out his honi4>Aok. ^ 

'■■ ■*' -' - :G 1-. fi 'E.' ' • ^ ^; 

By dark greve/ftka^ of win^tuff dfell, 
We merry t^aflds and archeps dSvelTi 
. lia qoi6t here, .fi^om wordly ftrlfe, ^ 

We pafs a cheerful rural Jife-j ^ 

And by the Mooii^a: pale i^^ivering beatnS 
'We friik. it near ihe chryftal ftreams. 

Our ftatjpn^fron the kingVhigh vi ay, 
We rob the rich the poor tcrpay 5 

The woe-worn wretch we ft iUnrote<5ttt 
The widow orphan ne'^r ne^Ie A s " ^ 

tFat churchmen pcoud we caufe to ftantf. 
And whiftle for our heady band. 



Cnd of A C T the, Tirft. 
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ACT n. 



Scene, the wtfide of AllhnV cot; a view rf Jkt^e^ 
fiKding at a diftance i m bench at the ifoor : AULEN 
. mud SrtLLA difcQvtreJ ^uing. 

Mlin. 

I THANK you, my dear fitter, for your attention 
to my advice : but I muft to my flocks i farewell, 
and ever remember tbis^ my de?u^ ^irl, that though 
female virtue is an ineftlmable diamond, it b deU« 
aacy which gives, it poliih and brilliancy oi the fiirft 
water. ' ^ 

Stella. I iball remember your inAcu6lions 

DUET. 

Allew^ 

The vi'let nurs'd in woodland wild, 

Young Zephyr's bride. Spring's firfl-boro child. 

Whole vcft in heaven's tint is dy'd ; 
How fades its beauties on the fight, 
No more its perfume yields delight, 
, When the richrofe unfolds its pride I - 



Stel 



LA. 



The fcather'd' tribes, who in the groves 
With (brills mellifluous woo their loves, 

M Nature's felf infpires the ilrain j 
Their melting mufic fails to pleafe, 
Har/h anduntuneful are their lays. 

When Philomel awakes the plain. 
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Both. - 

The maid endowed with virtue's grace, 
Appears with rout-fubduing face, 

Andihinies in beauty's fpbere fupremt t 
Each ny fijph' that won tile heart before, 
By h^r ccHps'd, cancharm wo more. 

And all her fov reign pow'r proclaim I 

[Exit Allen, 

^elta^ Here comes my butterfly lover : he fqnints 
^ his eye at roe; though 1 am furc he admires his own ^ 
face more than mine, or he would not fo often peep 
into the brook. He walks this way, fo I will (lop 
and play the rogue with him. — Blefs me ! where can 
it be>^(SearcAing h^r pockets) It mufl have been 
fomewhere hereabouts. (Lo9h round.) I would cot. 
have loA it for — r— ' * % 

Enter Scarlet. 

Scarlett What have you loft, my pretty Stella ? 

Stella. How could you frighten, me by coming fo 
fuddenly> I have loll— La ! you cannot think what 
Ihaveloft.— — 

Scarlet, Aad I have loft— —'What do you think I 
have loft > ^ , 

Stella Not your Tenfes, I hope I • 

Scarlet. Why,^ in« truth, even them ; a man wh* 
has loft his heart, generally lofes his fenfes: 

Stella, Loft your heart ! Why carry it fp loofe in 

^ youTbreart? but fome filly girl wilt pick it up, and 

return it ; fo farewell, thou heartlefs man. [Going » 

Scarlet Why hy me } 

Stella. Becaufe I fear you. ^ 

-Scarltt.^ And why fear me } 

Stella, Becaufe you are a man, and, by your own 
confeflion, alieartlefs man; now, a man without a 
heart (bould always be avoided by a woman. 

Scarlet^ Si«lla, I love you. 

Stella, So do I, n)oft fincerely. ^ 

Scarlet. 
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Scarlet. What, charmer ? 

Siella. Love myfelf tobe fare. 

Scarlet Be ferious: few men in the Foreft cat 
boaft better prccenfions to a maiden's regard than my- 
felf, and you may lofe rae. Hear me, my fweet^irl.. 

A I R. 

Hove you by Heaven, what can I fay more ? ^ 

Then fet not my pailion a cooling; 
If thou yield'ft tiocar once, imufi: eVn^ give thee 
o*er, 
.^r Urn bat a novice at fooling. 

What my love wants in word^ it fliaH make up iir 
. deeds. 
Then why ihould we wafte time in ftulf, cWW? 
A performance, you know weIl,a.proJmi^e|exc6e^^ 
And a. word to the wife is enoogh^ child. 

Stella. But I am fuch afoollfliall not take yoiff 
hints ; ib farewel. 

Scarlet, One M^rd. 

Stella. Yes,— ^tXmningaff he flopi htf* 

Scarlet. Yes — that is one word indeed \ bat you 
mull not go* 

Enter RvtTEEii^ 

kut'tek. No, ypn rouft not go. 

Scarlet Devil take this fooL 

Stella* Why curfe the fool,, without including tlie 
knaye ) He is tlje worft character of the two. 

Rnttek. My budget and tools againfl your doublets, I 
know what you are about. 

Scarlet. Are you a gambler > 

Ruttek. You fay. 1 am a fool ; and did vou ever 
know a gambler who was not a fool, unlefs he was a 
rogue > They are all either pigeons or xooks. 

Stella. Well I am gone. 

Starlet. And I follow. 

* . Stvlia-, 
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Stella, By thefe hands yoa (hall not. [Exit. i 

Scarlet. By tkefe legs I wiiK [£•*•//, ** 

Ruttek, Ha, ha, ha ! Well runi doe ! well run f. 

buck I— But, ha ! by the Mafs, the buck has fallen t 

into a toil. • 

-Eroer Tohn arJ Scarlet. f 

John. I (ay, Scarlet, I am angry. ', 

Scarlet, Angry ! No, j no you arc jealoj^s, John, '\ 
jealous. 

John, jealous ! It is falfe. Except amon^Kuch 
jack— a— dandies as you, jealbufy is not of this counr 
try's growth ; nor, indeed of any country wliere the 
people can lay dafen to ^lanhood. 1 am angry. 

Sca\'let. I was never better pleafed rn my life :. the 
fmilef of a fine girl have faifed my spirits. '^ 

John But yoa mull relign all pretenOons to that 
fine girt, my frippery jay. She can have but one of 
Ds, and you are not the man. 

Scarlet. You mutt relign aH pretenGons to that fine 
girl, my ruftk clown. She can have but one of us, 
and! amthe man> 

Rutttk. Let me decide this difputc. What are 
your pretenfions > 

Scarlet. 1 love her. 

Ruttei, You love her -What do you fay }^ 

Jolm I love her. 

Ruttek You love her too. — So far your claims arc 
equaV. What wotild you do for her ? 

Scarlet. Die for her. 

John. Tliendie and be (ivfiiftleu) 1 ^IJvV 

for her, and hcralope. 

Ruitek You would die for her ^ ^/<7 Scarlet.^ Ymx- 
would live for her, ("/ojohn). John, you are the 
man ; for any womaa, be (he ever fo young, or ever 
fo fcrolffli, would prefer one living lover to a whole 
church -yard full of dead ones* 

J^hn. See, Scarlet,, we are both fond of the girl : 

I would make her my wife, but your defjsns are 

D knaviHi 
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knaviffi. Your falfe heartednelsto^irls is notorious > 
it riles with tlie morning lark, and prejs nigktly with 
the owl. v^ 

Scurlet. And what then ? 

Jthfu Mark ray words — if you dare attempt any 
villainy againft the chadiiy of Stella, may I never 
draw an arrow to the head, if 1 don't fplit you from 
the coxcomb to the waidband. 

Scarlet. Ha, ha, ha ! 

John. Yes, and bang up yonr perftiraed carcafs on 
one of tJ*i)le trees, to whiitle and fwing in the whidy 
like the i;gn of the Spread Eagle. 

Ruttek, What f promote him to the office of fcare- 
crow, to frighten rooks from the Foreft ? 

Scarlet. Ifyoii are for that worl^ let us determine 
the conteft this inftant. (Dratvs his fuwd. 

Ruttek. {holding John.) Don't. Iplit him while 1 
^ am here ! 

John. Let me at him. Tinker . Yet it kicks a- 
gainfl the grain of my manhood to ftain my i'word 
with fpHtting a fpViced plover ; a fellow who fmclls 
(avory as a jack with a pudding in its belly ; who 
plaifters his face over night with greafe and floor, and 
looks in the morning, for all the'world, like a pigeon 
inpafte. 

Ruttek. Take a fool's advice in this bnfinels i 
court the girl openly, and let him who wins her 
wear her. 

Scarkt. Ther^ is wifdom ill the fooPs advice. 

John, And I agree to the fool's advice ; he is a 
wife fool. \ 

Ruttek, Right, lads f Rifk your lives for a woman! 
Ha, ha, ha! What woman would do fo for yoo, 
my dapper jack-afles, pigmies of fourteen to the 
dozen I it is more than I could expeiSt^ who am a 
man of fize : but I never quarrel for my miftrcifes, 
though always fouled over head and cars in the ten- 
der paflion ; enamoui^ed with every landlady and tap- 
ilrefs over the country, the Soldanof Periia is not a 
greater Turk at the buhnefi. 

A IR. 
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A 1 R. 

MargarttU firft poflfeft, 
I remember well, my breaft, 
' With licr row dc dow dbw de dew dow 

derrow. 

With my reftieft lieart next play'd 
, lAartJi^ bu?(o<aiioe ey'd maid. 
With her tantarar^ row» 

She to Katharine gave pUce j 
Kate, %o Betfy's am'rou& face, 
Witli, &c. 

Mary then^ and gentle Ann, 

Bx)th to r^iga at once began^ 

-Vyith their, &c. 

Jenny ttext, a tyrant Ae, 
idtt Rebecca fet roe frce^ 
With my, &c. 

In a week from her 1 fled, ^ ; ! 

And took Judith in her dead. 
With ray, &c. 

Sfie poflefi'd a wondrous grace, . 

But file wanted SufanV face. 
With my, &c. 

Ifabelja^ rolling eye 

Eclipfed Suian's prefently, ^ 

With her &c. 

Brown-ikinn'd Befs I next obcyM, 
Then lov^d* Nanny, red-hair'd maid,' 
With my, &c, 

D % ' Kone 
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t^one coulcl bind, ftill I am free, 
Yet love a) I the fair 1 fee. 

With my tantarara row. 

With my row de dow dpw de dow dew 
derrow. 
Tantarara row. [Extum* 

Enter Friar iwJ Cloiiinpa. 

Frinr. Well niece, I fee you are furprized. 

Ujfinda. Surprized I I am aftonifhed, /righted to 
death 

Fiiar, Niece, niece, thou art the wildeft doe in 
the foreft ; thou haft over-leaped the pale of pru- 
dence and delicacy, th u art a very outlaw— O, I blulh 
at this tranfgrefllon of duty and modefty ! 

Chrinda You mean my emancipation from ty- 
rany. In truth, uncle, the very Jaour you fet out 
for court, I eluded the eyes ot the Argus placed 
over me, and fled to the foreft. Is hot Robin my 
betrothed loid ? and as fuch do I not owe him a 
duty that fuperfedes every o'her > But tell me, what 
is your bufmefs here, difguifed thus in perfon and 
manners ? 

Friar Firfl, anfvver — How is my daughter ? Thank 
heaven ! In the delicacy of her condu^, 1 may place 
confidence. 

Chrinda, When I parted from my coufin, fte 
-was \\t\\ but as ufual rather melancholy. No>V 
anfwer me ; what is your bufmefs here ? . 

Frhr Swear you will not betray me. 

Ci tfida On my honour : I would perifh firft, 

Fridr. I come here by order of the king a fpy apo» 
your lover. 

Clorinda. A fpy! O fharac, <hame ! how could 
you degenerate into fo mean an oftce ? 

Friar Remember your promife. His life is in 
my power: by to-morrow's dawn, the bifhop of 
Hereford with five hundred archers will attack the 
ibreil. 

ClorindA 
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Clorin4a. Five hundred archers! a noble force 
worthy my Robin's valour. Let them come on : 
with him i*H h^ad his merry-men, cheer his cou» 
rage, and opppfe my hofom tp th^ keeneft darts of 
his enemy. Uncle, be M^ured of this : the woman 
*who would live folely for^ the man fhe loves, pof- 
felles fufficient coura3,e to diQ for him. ^ 

Friar On your duty grant me one requeft, and 
all (hall be well. Put oiF your niarrjage till morn- 
itig-^-call up every fraile and blandifhment of love ^ 
^and beauty to aid your eloquence — foUcit, nay, you 
mull perfuade your lover to come within his ll>ve- 
reign's grace. The' ^nemy prepares to invade the 
land, and his pawer is neceifary to his country, 

Clorinda. The duty is ple^fing, and J, will try my 
i3tnioft, ^ 

Friar. His lije depends on tlie event. He comes : 

10 remember, niece, you muft defer your nuptials, 

and you- have pledged your honour not to give the 

nioft diftant bint of who I am, or of my bufmefe 

' here. . . ' 



£«f£r Robin, Johi^ and Ruttekiw* 

^^^in AVhat, father, fhrivihg Qormdaj but fhe 
has no fins to anfwer for, except l»er love fot* me, 
an.i that flje Ws confefled in plenitude of good- 
ne s. Talce care however, iancflimonious Sir, I <hall 
grow jealous if \ catch you thus alone with my 
love. 

Friar. Afigf©r;loye ; my jug is my love, my wife 
—My ale my joy/ my comfort— A Ubersil^miftrers, 
who while in my poflefliofu fl)aU never refufe to 
ihare her favonrs with my t>:i€nds. 

Ro\ifu Nay, fetheF, you Aiiould not cop Oder drink 
as a m?llrc(s, but acheaj-fulcompanion to drive away 
melancholy— fome wine. 

, gratitude to ; , j, ^ " ^ , j^ 
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A I R. 

When gcnVous wine expands the f6ul, 
How pleafure hovers round the bowl : 
Avail n% avaunt ye cares of fancy's crew. 
And i^ive the guilty wretch his due^ 
Avaunt ye cares of fancy's crew. 
And give the g'-'ilty wretcJi his due, 

. And give the" guilty wretch his due, 
And give the guilty wretch his due. 

But let the juice of (parkling wine,. 
My grofler fenfe to love refine^ 
My grofler fenfe to love refine : 
As Jove his neftar drink^ above, 
I'il quaff whole goblets full of love, 

ril quaff whole goblets full of love, 
As Jove his nedtar drinks above, 
ril quaif whole goblet€ full of love, 

ril quaff whole goblets full of love. 

. Then why fliou'd I at life repine? 
Bring me Venus, bring me wine, 
Fill the ever flowing bowl. 
In circles gay and pleafures rofl^ 

In circles gay and pleafures roll. 
In circles gay and pleafures roll. 

Ever open, ever free. 

Hail thou friend to jollity, 

My brows with Bacchus' chapleta cfownVi 

1 live to love, my cares are drown'ci, 

I live to love my cj^res are drown'd, 

1 live to love my caries are drown 'd, 

1 live to love my cares are drown'd, 

Love my cares are drown'd. 



Or thus. 
I'riar. Ale— ale— ale— — 



Clorinu^ 
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AIR. 

*Whea the chill fciroco blows. 
And winter tells a heavy talc ; 
When pies, and claws, and rook^and crows, 
-Do fit md curfe the froft and fnows ; 
Then give me ale, 
Old brown ale, 
Nut brown ale, 
Stout brown ale, 

O give me flout brown ale 

Ale that the plowman's heart up keeps, 

^nd equals it to tyrant thrones ; 
'That wipes the eye that ever weeps, 
And lulls in f'weet and dainty fleeps.: 
Th' o'er weariexl bones -» « . — 
Old brown ale, &fc. 

B^uttskin^ The Friw is really moft portefly drunk. 
John, True, tinker, and being porterly drunk, he 
i\& able to carry his -liquor. 

R^in. To you, Jol»ii, I fhall leave the dircflion of 
'Owr^ nuptial fports and paftimes, ' 

Ji^hn. And 1 Ihall take care to furnifii good amufe- 
inents. You may expert, lady, fuch archery as 
C>iana or Apollo could never equal. Then we fhall 
-liave at lealt half a dozen heads cracked at quarter- 
llafF and fih^le flick ; a, few bones broken at foot-- 

ball, and a back or r.eck fradhu-ed at wrefUing 

Oh I we fhall have rare fun ! 

Clorifida. Not ihofc who have their bones broken, 
John. ^ . 

John, Then we fhall have bull-baiting and morricc 
^dancing — O how'l long to be capering 1 

Robin. Dance till you fall, John, but' no bull-bait- 
ing ; man has no right to fport with the feelings of 
'tbofe creatures which heaven has be flowed for our 
ilullenance. They die for our ufe, and it is bafe in- 
•gratitude tio .hem with cruelty.. ^ 

-- ' , Chr'nida* 

i 
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Clorinda. Thank you for that humane fentiment, 
my dear Robin. 

Robin. Do yoirgo to the young hermit who left ds 
this morning, tell him of my lupplacift^ 3HX<J that \ 
requed his prefence at our felUv^l. \T^Ruttekin» 

John. Can you find the way, Tink^? 

Ruttekin. \ paflcd the hermttage eoming here, and 
will go forward upon the beateni path : never fear a 
fool hnding his way through the world ^ fools keep 
the hi^h road, it is your wife men who go allde and 
fall into the ditch.. 

John. You may trufl him with the delivery of .a 
melfage ; he will be true to your word, though a liar 
and a tinker. 

Ruttekin. No ilur upon tinkers.; tliey are found in 
^vcry honourable profeffion. Your politician's a 
linker, in mendilig the liate kettle, when he patches 
up one hole he makes two j your poet's a tinker, be 
hammers out new works from other men> old wit ; 
the lawyer's a tinker, be deals in br^fs aiKl opens 
more flaws than l\c flops ; and wi^ai's^ your pbyfi- 
ciaa ? why a tinker too, a brazier of t)W b?.c^ere«i 
conftitutions, and if he cures you of a i^oqt, will 
take care to leave a rheumatifm behind for a new 
}obb. ■' [E^it, 

Jolin. Well, I'll to my duty— men, wcmen, and 
children are bufy in their feteral votations. Tlie 
Pindar of W^efidd has brought in a t^race of £7^ 
bucks, Arthur a Bland has caught a diiJi of chbice 
j'acks, the maid Marian's preparing tbe'paflry, and 
tiny Midge the miller is boltinjj flour for bre^td^* 
fare we 11-^e very one to their vocatioiis ; v vUo amor- 
ous dalliance, 1 to fee pretty .litella twining flowers 
round the bridal garland, [^xft. 

Cimnda- Poor John's deeply .fmittcn— ^Heigb 
l^o\ (Sighs.) , . 

Rhbin That was ^ figh of grief— are you not 
well ? Chearly, chearly, Con;e we will difpute on 
iave, my fweetheant, 

-^/ 'Chvinda* 
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Clorinda On love we niaft ever agree : Birt \ 
would confult witbyou on your honour— remind ycru 
of your, own value/ Your king has been infiifted 
by an enemy ; and will you, my fweet Robin, boafl- 
'ingthe blood of Huntingdon and Warwick, endowed 
with thofe noble qualities Courage and Generofi^y, 
negleft the doty you owe your country, coniuming 
life and reputation within the fequeftered ihades of a 
foreft. 

kobin. You know the wpongi I have fpffered — 
My fervkes overlooked ; banifhed on a falfe accufa- 
tion ; iUgmatized with the imputation of a rebellious 
rpirit.; and even you, my betrothed wife, forced 
from my arms 

Cloriuda* Confider, ' Robin, when our country is 
in danger, all offences fliould be abfolvedj ^he re- 
membrance of all injuries be forgotten ; all parties 
fhould unite ; every heart pan?, and every arm ^61, 
'for her honour and defence. Robin, poHpone our 
Xioptials till reconciled to your fovt reign ; I would 
marry the leader of an army — not the captain of an 
outlawed band: 

[Rolnn She ftiakes my foul— I will put her heart to 
the teft (aftde) I am deteimined here to fpeUd my 
days— here to live as I have done — this you fear- this 
has fliaken your conftancy. 

Chrinda. To doubt my truth is ungenerous. Tom: 
fate is mine. But hear me. 

Robin^ Will you be ever ready, with bended bow, 
to watch an outlaw and defend his life ? Can you fup- 
port the viciflltudes of feafons— endure the fcorching 
ii«at and cramping cold ? Lodge on the chill ground, 
and -depend for food upon the calualties of the 
cbace ? 

"Clorinda. All this could I bear, and even more 
with thee! — but hear me— 

Robir^, Suppofe my afle<ftion cocked to thee, and 
warmed by the beauty of another ob]e(^^— <ould you 
with calmnefs fee her fupply your place ?— 

Ciorindti* 
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Ckrmda. O, iU)bin, the fight would wound my 
heart, but not decreaib my love T 

kU>in Dearer' than life S what, fuffier tliU for toe \ 
Coinmind my pride, my afie^ont — Oh ! thou haft 
foothed my refentnsents— conquered them-* hath 
Toufed my Loyalty-^tBy patriot flame now blazes in 
my bofom Ves> Clormda, I will Join my counayi 
anns, and bead my merry-men. But what has my 
counti-y to fear ? While EngUlh-women thus infpice 
fentimeotfl cf public virtue, foyajty, and honour, the 
number of our enemies will bxxc increafc our vi<ft*- 
ries. 

A I R. 

Ag burns the charger when lie hear« 

The trumpet's, martial (bund 4 
ilager toTcour the fi^ld he rears. 

And fpurns th' indented ground. 
He fnuift the ajr, er^^s his flowing mane^ 
Scents the bi^^ war, and fweeps along the pJaio. 

Impatient thus my ardent foul 
Bounds forth on wings of wind, 

And fpurns the nioment;? as they roll 
With lajgging pace behind. [fW/f. 

CloAida, Poor Robin I I touched him nearly— hut 
he made my heart bleed in return. 

£nier Ahh%ii and Strlla. 

Stella, well met, 1 hear terrible complaints of yQ«, 
child. r 

Stella. Of me, lady— 

Clcrinda Yes, of you, lady. . John fays you are 
cruel, flinty hearted, and ill-natured. 

Allen. And I know he loves her, though too mo- 
deft to urge his fuit^ 

Stella Loves roe! Then indeed he never told me 
fo t and \ rather think he feai's me. He a^pproaches 

me 
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«e with a cautious ftp, then h oks at me '^ith a 
cunning eye— fb— and when he gives me any thing, 
if his hand fhoi^ld but touch mine, la, la, he trem- 
bles juft as if it was a wild beaft. But 1 will tell you 
a fecret. 

Gormda. A fecret ! O mercy, let us hear it. 

Stella. I fear I have done a wrong thing Scarlet^ 
has l>een at onr cottage, and be fwore fo much, I pro- 
mifed to meet him h^re. 

Alkn, That was wrong indeed ! Never forget, my 
dear fifler, t lat to prefer^ character, we fhould avoid 
even the appearance of imprudence ; a wound on tbe 
charader of a young female, like anintifion on the 
bark of a tree, expands with maturity. ' 

Clorindfi And I have heard that this fame Scarlet, 
with ail his foppery, is an infinuating, defigning fel- 
low ; and that more than one unhappy maid mourns 
his treachery. 

Allen It is true ; I^ady Martha, one of Stella's 
fairefl compani^ons, is now a wanderer through the 
Foreft, lamenting and upbraiding, in all the horror 
of melancholy madnefs, her own weaknefs and the 
wickcdnefi of her feducer. Take example by her,, 
dear Stella. 

AIR. 

Once (he was, though now fhe's fad, 
As the fpringing feafon glad, 
E'er beheld ih its domain ; 
Or fair Summer in her train ; 
Or rich Autumn in his year : 
Sing (he could as (ky-Iark clear, 
E'er, alas ! with grief to tell, 
Into ways of (liame (he fell. 

Now her burden's conftantly, 

** Pity me, maids, pity me ; 

*' Pity me, a ruin'd maid, 

** Pining in the cy^refs (hade.* . ' 

Woods 
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Woods that wave o'er mountain topSj ' * 
O'er whofe mofs the titniogft hops, - 
Tell her lale to ru'^llng gales; 
Fountains weep it through the vates f 
And, with her own forrow faint. 
Sighing Echo joins the plaint. 
Martha, fair for ever fad. 
Wanders melancholy m^d. 

And thus (ings ilic bitterly / 

*' Pity me, mtids, pity me f 

*' Pity me a ruin'd maid, 

" Pining in the cyprefs /hadej' {Exiti 

Enter JoHJH 

yohn. Robin — fair lady— ^blefsme— *('//r/)f;2f^/?f fee- 
htg Stella ) 

Stella. You fe$. I toki you truth-^He is alwayj 
frightened at me. 

John, I am not frightened — I do'^ot know how il 
is, but — as I was going to tell you, one of our fcouts 
brings word, that the bifllop of Hereford has raifed 
his men. and is now at Not^tingham, wich intention ta 
attick the Foreft in the morning-. 

Cloritida. V\\ to my Robin. John, I have been 
fpeaking to Stella. She has no diffike to you. What 
fay you, Stella, inftead of being my bridcfmaid, will 
you be a bride yourfelf ? 

Stella, Heigh ho ! my poor heart ! 

Jshn. Heigh ho ! O my poor heart ! 

Clorinda. Farewell, I leave you together ; and, John^ 
wake the beft ufe of your time, you know you have 
a rival i and this fame love is a fantafUcal paflion, a ritJ- 
dle which the wifeff cannot refolve. 

A I R. 

The flame of love aiTuages^ 
When once it is revcal'd f 
But fiercer ftill i: rages . * 

The iriore it is concealed. 
\^ ' Confcntiflg 
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Confenting makes it colder^ 
When met rt will retreat j 

Repulfes make it bolder, 
And dangers make it fweet. 



37 
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John. kem. 

Stella, Heigh ho! Margery. 

John. I have fliot tne firll arrow, 

Stella. Are you there", John ? 

y'ohtu Yes, Stella: Courage, John, courage. 

Stella, Do you fpcak to me, John ? 

7o*« There is nobody elfe here, Stella ^" ' 
I, I, I, would. — 
^Stella. La I what would you da.^ 

John. I loye you mere than—* 

SteUa. More than what ? — 

Jo/in, More than the ewe loves lier lamb, the doe 
her fawn, or the dove her m^e ;. I love thee a thottfand 
times better than I fove myfelf. 

Stella. And what then ? 

yoA».-Love me in return. 

Stella. And if I fTiould, what follows- ? 

John. Wg would c|o as our parents did before us 
—marry. 

Stella. La ! that word marry is enough to frighten 
poor little Cupid out of the Foreft : married f< Iks fel- 
dom agree — there is George a Green {^hufed^ his wife in "^ 
the ^honey-moon, and ftruck. her before the end of the 
year ; to be Pure fhe has a tongue, and a way of fting- 
ing things at his head . . 

yohn. We fhouJd have none of this work, Stella ; 
though fuch dondelb'c breezes are as neceflary in fomc 
families as thunder ftorms in hot weather ; the one 
clears the hpufe of foul language, and the other frees 
the air of fouT vapours. 

Stella. Then, John, ray brother lays I am too 
young ; though 1 want only eleven months, one w^ek 
and two days of eighteen. But how fliould we main- 
tain eurfelvc^ ? — 

E John. 
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John. Prudent foul ; hivw Aie \mk^ -fimsttd to ^ 
young family !— I will mm tan Tcu h^ a^ wit, mj 
girl ; a means by which nia^y gfeat follu hold up their 
beads ; bt (ides, I hate goods and chtf tjes, all th; fiir- 
nltutie you have feen in my cottage ihall be yours, 
siid egady 1 will throw all you have not ffcn into |lie 
bargain. 

Sulla. Th^nk you from my heart, Joto-'^nd in re- 
turn, all I poiTefs is at your fervicc. 

J^hn. Hooetiiy fpoken ; fo thug I &t2e upon the 
fruits of your fcither's induftry, and yotir mother's la* 
bour. {Ki£e$ her) 

triar, f within.) This way--Khis way > ■ 

Stella, Mercy ! here are forae men coming. 

John. Who in the name of okl Nick are they? let 
us iland aiide and fee. 

En^erFRiAit, Scarlet, and two Axdken*^ 

Friar. See gentlemen, the bifhop of Hereford will 
not come alone ; the King's forces join him, and jo^ 
c?in have no chance from oppofition 5 fo convey me to 
Nottingham, and I'll Infure pardon to every man who 
accompanies me. 

Scarlet. What fay you, lads ? . . 

ijl. Archer. We will follow the forttraes of our.Cap- 
lain. 

td Archet, But can we in confdence defert our Cap* 
tain ? 

Friar, No more about confciencc. — But come, I'^l 
put it to. the trial, and here is the ordeal, (takes ^mt* 
pUrfe^) i here is the general abfolution that falves all 
conlciences.— *This opens and fliuts the mouths of the 
moft vociferous orators, blinds the eyes of the church, 
deafens the ears of magiftratcs, obliterates the judg- 
ment of the law, arrefts the arm of jufiice; and dries 
up the fountains of 4»iercy. How feels your confciencc 
now ? 

Archer, It telb jttic 1 am' hi duty bound to obey mj 
fpiritua/ paftor. 
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Tfiar, Rerigioufljf fpoken. Here take the ftiller's 
Mtttli, that rcmo^ til iftaiiis. - *(Gwis money. 

Scarlet' . Friar, I want no money j my terms ar6 
thefe : This night 1 keep watch with my friends i now^ 
iHteir onncompHTxy is aftep, we'^iritl ieite upon jStella, 
^rry her off, and thus revrard myfelf, 

John* ril take care of that, you treacherous rafcal. 
Here's for you, fanftiged devil. (Knocks dovm the 
Friar with his pol4 then.draws hU fwordi Scarlet alfo 
drawf": the fiirci/txs run off,) And now for you, good 
mailer Scarlet, whbm 1 iKall in a few^ mmutcs c^fe— 
•clo(e as a hare— Tes, rn &in and carbonade you, y^u 
-dog. 

Scarlet, X>)n>€ on. ■ i ■■ 

SteUa. \Runs hfween tbenPi Helpl Murder 1 
«elpl 

Enter Allen ^m^ Archers; they ftize Scarlet and the 
Friar. Stella runs to John^ 

John Is this a: return int the ho%«tafcle reception our 
Captain gave you t [ro/Af Friar. 

Friar ^ fiEivg roe before your. Captain, that is all I 
sdefire. 

John. As for yoa, rafeal, you ihall dFe Kke a traitor. 

' (To Scarlet. 

Allen. Say, what ii the matter? 

John, This hypecriiical Friar 1 have difcorered in 
the very a^ of bribing our men to defcrt with him to 
'Nottingham, for the purpofe of betraying us j and 
Scarlet here was to carry off your fifter Stella. 

Men. We will not difturb brave Robin with them 
^ow. Let them be confined clofe prifoners till morn- 
ing, . 

^riar. I fubmit, but do not ufe me ill ; for rcmem* 
i>cr, no man ever injured the church with impunity. 

SExit Friar and Sc^t\ci guarded^ 
ohn, that you were fo near. 
Stella, It was indeed. He once faved my life, and 
BOW prcferved my honour. 

.E.z Allen. 
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Alien. Which entitles him to your heart. [Homs] 
But bark ! the merry archers returning frorn^ the , 
evening's chace. 

Enter Akcheks defcencUng from nuin^g hUU ai ^ 
further part Qf the Stage,, 

GLEE. 

Hai4c the leafy woods refounding 

Echo to the bugle horn ; 
Swift the (lag with vigour bounding. 

Leaps the l^resdc, and clean the thora* 

EvVy art his cunning trying. 

Shafts arreft his eager flight I 
High he teaps, the hounds full crying, 

Now he's vanifliM from ouriight. 

Twanging Ijows with dearli purfuing. 

Now he rc^ars and turns his head, 
Bays the dogs ; but nought from ruin, 

bought can fave — he faM^ — ^he's dead I 

Sound the horn, huzza In chorus. 
We are free from care, my boys ; 

Kural pleafures Ke Tiefore us, 
iiealth, and length, and ilrengthof joys. 



End df ACT the Second. 
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ScivE,adiipviev^tfthifireft: dtrk ; Rxttt&cin 

difcovtred fitting crofs-le^^ed. 

RUTTEKIN. 

yQO, after all my boafling, I have loft my way, but 

^O ^^^ is commoa with^ aien of genius, and women 
of genius too. There » yoor ^reat orator ; lie often 
leaves the plain road of ti'pth^ to wander in the la- 
byrinth of faKehood. Then your^prnde^ perhaps, 
after walking years in the' ftrejght paths of virtue, 

'trips in her gait, and, ilumhUng, falls upon a bed of 
thorns* ** Few, people purfue the tra<^t nature de- 
*' (igned them— therefore we find politicians without 

'*' braiiis, magiftrates without juUice, noblemen 
*' without honour, traders without honefty, philofu- 

-**phers without morality^ audi churchmen without 

"religion.^'- 

Amette. (iwithin) Hilloa ! Hilloa ! 

RuHtk. Here coincs feme Iheplierd's boy^ bleating 

^like one of his lambs. 

Enter A w n e t t i , 

Amefte, M^txy ! how dark 1 

^'Ruttek. Hilloa! 

Ammn. Heaven prefiwrv© -me — *— Pity nae, if you 
^•are a human creature ^ 

Ruttek, 1 am a humaaereature, but with an appe« 
tite keen as a wolf. 

Annette. Sure yaaa« the Unk«r I met this morn- 
ing! 
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Huttek, Right, my little popping jay ; but w^re 

is your compaDion ? 
Amette, I haveJoft him in the Foceft t help tne to 

icek him, and he fhall reward you liberally. 

Ruttek Reward me I G'vemcyour band— Reward' 

me I ——1 have been out, 1 find, in mj road, but not 

in my reckoning. . [ExeunU 

Enter. Alt GEhinu. 
AIR, 

Oh, Love ! the parent of gay fmiHng hours I 
All nature owns with joy thy genial reign 4 

Tliou canft relume the little lives of flow Vs, 
And brin^ their aromatic fouls again : 

Why am I banifh'd from thy fportive plain * 
Why am I only doom'd to fuffer pain i 

I little thought, when 1 was of thy train, 

Wherebonny belles (port with iheh* paramours^ 

How friendfhip fmil'd too fweetly to remain ; 
How on the brighteft day tad evening lours. 

Why am I banifh'd from thy fportive plain ? 
Why am I only doom'd to fuffer pain > 

Ent^ RuTTEKi-N^^^ Annette at a diftance. 

Jnnettt. It is my mailer's voice. Speak, 5ir, I 

am here. 

Ruttek. Yes, yom* man is here, pleafe your honour, • 
' and with him a tinker, who brought him to^ih— but 
not for the fake nf the reward h^ promifed, * 

Angelina I am fatigued with wandering throng 
this Fo'-eft, fo dark and dreary. 

Ruttek. U is a fafhionable fituation. your honour ; 
Hjoft of our great folks are bewildered, or in the dark. 

Angelina. Do you live in theForefl, Sir } 

Xuiiek. No, I ftarv^ in theForeft, Sir, 
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iiimette. Are there an)r:inhttbitaQts to be fouiid4iere, 
inaftcr Tinker } 

Rintek. Yes, bucks and does in plenty ; as many 
horned cattle ^ any city can boalt. 1 ara now in 
Xearch of a hermit, with an invitation to Robin 
Hood's wedding, which is to be celebrated in the 
morning. 

yfnnftte, Yrprxoufin Clorinda, you hear, has jiot 
flood upon puR^lilio. 

Angelina, Well, Sic, permit us to accompany you 

in feaich of this fan:e hermit 1 am very weak, 

{leans on Annette) but feel moft for you, my faith- 
ful companion ; for myfelf no mifery is too great. 
(Nightingale fings) 

Annette Hark I I hear the harbinger of love! A 
iiappy omen ! - * 

Angelina, It is indeed the nightingale ! 

Ruttek. Yes, and prefently you will hear the fcreecli- 
owl. {Bell tolls) 

Aftnette. There goes the curfew of fome nei^bour- 
ing town \ the found comes from the left.— Tinker, 
Jead on. 

Angelina. O my ruined love! 

Annette. You did not ruin him, he was very poor ! 

Angelina, Peace ! He was rich in virtues ; wealth 
nor power were his, it is true; but he had wiA 
^om, truth, and genei ofity--thofe ihould have been 
.all to me. 

iSittek. Come, gentle folks, I wait. 

Annette. We come, tinker. Pray do not 

-weep. ' ' • [Trj -Angelina. 

Angelina. Yes, wtep fdr ever, though in vain 
Not all the dew in heaven can revive the cropped 
-violet. 

Ruttek. Pr'ythee, mend your pace ; this wood is 
haunted by the s^hofts of gibbeted thieves, and muy- 
dered travellers —Blefs me 1 heard a noife*— no ; it 
was the wind. Robin Goodfellow and his brother 
^iairies have been often feen here I — Lift ! J hear a 
.ruftling in the bulhes — forae cut-throa;, no doubt. 

Annettt, 
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AnettB. Wbj rremUcfiM> \ja&ii^kimi 

Rmtuk. 1 tremble, thou agaifh afpin \ __ (SkeSshig^) 

SvTj do you not bear the devil, ov io«te evil 

ff irit ^ [To Angelina. 

ArmeHe. Some one approacfaes '^ aMd fee yooder «a 
gliiDviienng light fparkles ift ^bt dark^ perhaps in fome 
cottage window, 

RutfeL Yes, avd it umv^sa rAm ^rtxy^ hdufe and all. 

El>^v^N appears at the upper end of the Stage woith '^a 
lantern, 

Angelifuu Heaven preferve us !" 

Kutteh^ And forgive us oiir fins— O my poor c<m- 
icience I The poultry I have ftolen aie pecking at it, 
and the lambs baaing in my cars.-- — — 

Annette* Silence^ coward I 

Rutteki I am dumb— But -who ever looked on the 
devil, wVtlK>ut quaking ?-^No, it is not the devil^ but 
a ghoft or hob5ob!ing — Nay, it is the devil tpo, for.I 
fee his great faucer eyes blazing with blue fire ! 

Annette, Peace, coward I perhaps fome benighted 
traveller like our4lves« 

Ruttek, k is 4 he-devil, I iay-; look at his cloven 

feet, ^e at horns, andmonibrous noitrils !-. Fll to 

prayers • (KneeU* 

Edwin, O my heart ! — '• 

Ruttek. Itis a •broken h^sarted poor devil too^ 

^«;»tf//^. Indeed that was a bitter figh, 

Ai^iina. 1 felt it in my bofom. 

Edfww. Haw.^ark and ftill the night }— *Hew fiiited 

to the fuuition of my foul ! Oh Love, Love ! why 

prefent her image-to my mind, whofe chilling breath 

froze my fond y^iuth&ii hopes, a3id funk -me to 'de- 

. Ipair ? 
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BALLAD, 

Since all my hopes, dear ixiAid^ 

Are blown to air^ 
And iny fond heart's hettay'd 
To &d iiefpair % 
^ 'Bere in this wilderacft 
My forrows I'll rchearfe, 
— Ai^ thy hard-heartedne^y 
Then cruel fair. 

•*' Wild fruits fhall be my meat, 

*H 11 drink the fpring ; 
** Cold earth fliall be my feat j 

** For covering 
" I'll have the. ftarry iky , ' 

** My he^d to canopy, 
^* Until my foul on high ' 

** Doth take her wing.^ 

!No bell, no funeral fire, 
, NoiearsXor me; , 

No grave do I defire, 

Nor obfequy. , - • 

The gentle red-breafl, he . ' 

With leaves .will cover me, • 

And fin^ my elegy 

Mofl dolefully. 

Kutuk. You may fing, Oh be joyful I this certain- 
ly is the hermit. - (Qpts toward Edwfn* 

Edtvitu Stand off. , >.. Who are you ? 

Ruttek. Zounds 1 It is not the hermit ! 

EdtAjin. Speak, I fay ; you have no injury to fear 
from me. 

Annette. We are two young pilgrims who have loft 
•ur way, and wander in the horrors of the Foreft. 

Ruttek. And a -poor Tinker almoft faroiflied t« 
fleath. 

Angelina. Who calls upon your compaffion to guide 
ttheir wearied i^^ps to fome hospitable cottagie ! 

Edwin. 
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Edwin. Yovir voice breathe& gendenefs-^your hand, 

young man. The day already breaks^— my cell ii 

near, where you nay reft in fafety : fimple fore, and 
a couch of rufhes, are at your fervke. 

Ruttek. Poor fbult ! the iamem you carry in your 
ppop frighted theni out of die^ wk&t they took yea 
one time for a ghoft ; thtn f»r a hobgoblin i^ then for 
a Will o^thVifp ; and at laft for the. 6et\\ hiraielFI 
heaven blefs us. Though I did aU } could to encou- 
rage them, I fhall never forget how ikm^ ihoqk. 

Annette. Nor 1 how yoaconfeiTedilealingthe poul- 
try and lambs. 

EJwin. Come oil, Pfl lead flie way, and if free 
from that tyrant^pafllon, Love, my hatbitation may 
enfure you a comfortabie rcpofe, 

Angelina Oh, my heart I " 

Edwin, Grief I perceive firs heavy on your mind, 
and weighs your fpirits down ; you mourn a brokeii 
fortune, a falfe friendftilp, or a deferted love, __ 

Angelina, Gentle hermit, broken fortune, nor faUe 
friendihip are the caufcs of my melancholy. 

[Exeitnt Edwin ^n^J Angelina. 

Ruttek. No, wfe mourn empty bellies ; nSy ribs 
flick as cloie together 'as the two fheHft of 'an oyfler. 
'Come, out with yourpurfe^ youngftcr : the reward, 
the reward. \ 

Annette. Reward! a found beating is the proper 
reward for a coward ; 'befides, thou art a liar for de- 
•fiying thy cowardice, and a rogne for demanding what 
-you have no ri^t to.; 

Kuttek, The very reafons why I fhould have my re- 
ward ; you fee my garments are as fecdy as a ginger- 
bfead cake ; out at the elbows like a poet ; ^ fince € 
4im a rogue and a liar, and ragged withall, give me 
the money, lad, that 1 may get outof my bad habiu. 

Annttte. Here, firrah. (gvtfes mmey.y This can 
procure yon every thing but that you want raolj^ 
konefty, 

RutHk Never mind that! heavett blefe Km who 
makes me a rich rc^u^ Q that I was now in ftobai 

>Hood2| 
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HdoA bawcTi it is jtberc where plenty reigos, and 
goodcheerke^.^wei^ and by this xime the bridal 
toeakfaft is prq^axin^ 

A I R, 

Gently fewrns tbe greenwood fire^ 

Lay the venUbn dowi^ to r oaft, 
©Fefs it quickly I defire. 

In the drippmg put a tosrfl : 
Mark 1 i bear tii^ Jack go roundi, 
O the venifon's mcBy bi»wn*d ! . 

Green-geefe, ducklings, juicy meat; 

Capon, widgeon, partridge, quail. 
Pies, tarts, dumplings, puddings fwect^ 

Peas and beam, and bNttter'd ka^ 
Spicea hunger to tvfsue^ 
O ye Godsf how IfliouW «rt ! 

On the table dinner lies, 

See^^he charming white and Tc^:; 
Gut it up^ the gravy flies, 

On the fweeceft graft it fed» "^ 

Hark ! 1 hear the jack go roun^. 
Oh the venifon's nicely broivn*d I 

See they fpread the lilly clotb^ 

Knives are fharp and forks ^u^e clean i 

Pickles crifp, and f^Uads both 
Now appear Co frefh and ^reen. 

Withftrong beeri old ale and wine, 

O ye gods ! how I fhould dine ! l^xit. 

ScEifE, out/ide tffke^huts. Enter John, 'IS^wman, 
and Archersm 

Sowmstn* Weil John, his reverence the Biihop of 
Hereford has not vexn^ed to attack us. 

Johru No: he waits the return of our prifoner, the 
Ciutle Friar, who I am convinced is lus fpy $ but 

Robin 
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Robin will trnfs him up, ** and he is right, I hive r» 
notion of fpiritual paflors laying afide the keys of Saint 
Peter, to take up the fwordof Saint PauK** 

B(ywm/m. Right, John> 

Jo/in. But let me tell you, all our cares arc at an 
end :Clorinda has perfuaded Robin to make proper 
conccflionsto the kin^:, and joiji him in drubbing the 
enemy. He \\'ill be Ead of Huntingdon again ; 111 
be a knight, Stella a Lady, and you a Squire : but 
this is lofmg time. Let the prifoners be brought for- 
ward, fjixit an Atcher) we will firft difpatch them^ 
and then ail get mad as fo many March hares*. 

AIR. 

The lades are mad, the Archers are mady 
** For nimbly footing the ground, Sir;** 

In merry Sherwood no foul ftall be fad, 
** While harps with melody found. Sir.*' , 

^ We'll tipple like mad, then madly ring, 
** Madrigals, catches and glees, Sir ; 

** Chaunt out like mad, ttU the welkin ring, 
** Under the mifletoe trees, Sir. 

" We fight like mad, when we fall on our foes,^ 
" Shoot arrows wing'd like the wind. Sir ;- 

" The fit fallow deer can't eicape our bows, 
** Nor in fwiftnefs fafety find. Sir. 

*' Then madiy we'll fing, and^madly we'll dance^ 

" And madly all roar out, Sir ; 
. ** And madly make wr enemies prance, 
** If mad ta try a bout. Sir." 

/Bold Bowman is ipad, flout Allen is mad^ 

And John's as mad as the reft. Sir ; 
Maidens run mad, our hearts are glad,. 

Stark madfhall be every gueft^ Sir. 



Enttf 
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Enter Akchzk^ carrying a large Gothic Chair .^ 
y^nhers* 

John. Fix the bench of jtiftke here, which is made 
of yew, fignifying the bitternefs of judgment. Wc 
fhouldhave tried this wicked pHeft and our treacher- 
t)us companion before day, but judicial proceedings 
ought never to be carried on in the dark. 

Bcnvman* Nor in the twilight, John ; therefore W8 
Englifh hate Star-chamber bufmels. But it is now 
broad light, (hall we proceed? 

yohn. Yes, but firft bring me in the robes and 
coif, we Oripped from the learned Serjearit of the 
hw, on his way to the parvife. [F.xit Archer.) A judge 
might as well appear without his f.ead as without 
his robe ; for profeflional w iidora confifls much }n 
looking grave. 

£/r/^r Archer, nmthrjbeanJcoif. 

joJitt. {Puts on the robes, \ Great knowledge and 
hocus poem lie depofited under this coif. Now 1 am 
equjpt in the uniform-of the court?, and qunlified tn 
hear and determine caufi-s. (.?.f; ) Do I look wife? — 

Vywman. Aye, as wife as an owl at midnig)/t — So 
wife, were you to appear in WeOrninfler-lunl, on » 
call of Serjeants, the j\idges might cry out, ** 1 (>y 
."a brother 1" 

John. Order in the prifoners and witncfle? ^ 

■Though to be fute 1 am acquamted with the whole 
kafe myfelf J but then being a jud^e, I mud know 
nothing but what comes out in evidence. 

Bowman. Shall we impannel a jury > 

John. A jury! Pilh, nn: where i^ «he neccfHry? 
furies foll<>^ Ae dihe^ion of the coirr; yet we m;iy 
ra«,«vcn have one for form's (at « R/in^e yonrillves 
fArcbers for the jury. (The Archers r.mge ihemfetvss 
f'n n r iv ) Now bring in the profecufjjr/ and the pro- 
jfecu/fe/, 

F Er:f€r 
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Enter Y K\ Kk and Scarlet, bound. 

John, Why are the prifoners bound ? For (Iiaide^ 
Bowman f A man upon his trial fhould be perfectly ar 
cafe in his body, that he may have the free ufeofhia 
mind. {JThe prifoners arti unbound, ) Now carry away 
the rope$ : the fight of halters may be offeniive, or 
rai(e a fellow feeling, and dil^rb fome of the jury. 
Command filence. 

Mo^wman. Silence ! 

John. You father Tuck, and you William Sear- 
let, (tand charged with carrying on a correfpon* 
dence with the Bilhop of Hereford, and an intention 
to betray us, lords and yeomen of the ForefJ, into his 
hands. 

Bonjofumu How fay you, William Searlet ; guilty 
or not guilty. 

Sc^let, Not guilty. ^ ^ • 

John. Not guilty ! Say fo again, you damned 
dbg and you fliall be Hanged without further trial, 
as a notorious liar. W ill you challenge any of the 
Jury? 

Scarhu^Yow know, John, Td fight the beft of 
ihem. 

' John. Fight the beft of you: he don't underfland 
the term ; but, gentlemen, it if legal pra<5?lice ibat 
the priCbner fliould be ignorant of the proceedings 
cjivried on againft him. (7a tht Archeri. 

\arlet. Will you liflen to reafon ? 

jokn. Liften to reafon ? No, firrah, not on the 
part iif the ^prifoner : I fit here as a judge of law, 
not of reafon • befides, I have four reafons- for bang- 
ing you. Firlt you nuift be banned, becaufe 1 am 
nor to lit here for nothing : fecondly, you muft be 
hanged, becaufe you have nobody to ftand up for 
you: thirdly, you mull be hanged, bocaufe you ap- 
pear in forma pauperis without money ; and, t^>t*rtU- 
ly, you mull be hangedpbtcau(e you have a damn^ 
ed hanging look. Gentlemen, I have finifhed my 
charge. 

Botvman. 
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Bowman, Gentlemen of the Jury, are you agreed • 
Is tfce prifoner guilty, or not guilty? 

jircner. Guilty. 

Bowman. Put him bye. Stand forward, Friar 
JFriBT Tuck, are you guilty or nor guilty ? 

Friar. Guilty. 

yohn. The firft tfruth 1 believe yoa ever told, 

^riar* Maylfpeak? 

Johiu Not after conviction— Take him away. 

(Tbe Jrchen Jeizi him, 

JSriar* One word-r-*- 

yo^n. Stop his mouth— 

I)riar, 1 plead my clergy. 

Jofin. Plead your clergy !— The detil yoa do ^— 
Oh, ho !— Gentlemen of the Jiiry, this is a point 
of law, and muft be left to Robin Hood. I fhall 
'only obierve, that it is really a ((range doctrine, that 
men of the chnrch and men of letters, fliould commit 
iivith impunity crimes for wiiich other men fuffer 
54rithout mercy. 

jF«/er Robin, Cl o rind a, air(f Stbl la. 

''Robin, John yoa are early at duty. 
John Yes, Juftice fhould never fleep. 
Robin. True, John, nor fhould Mercy ever clofc 
'4ier eyes. 

Clorinda. That fetitimcnt breathes philanthropy. 

How comes thia, uncle > I have perfuaded my Robi; 

to lue his Sovereign for grace. (Afiie.) >^^ 

Friar. Then procure my difmiffion, ap-r a^^ ^* 

wc'jl. (Afide.) 

Clorinda. May I interfere ^ — ^^ 

John. Th« bufmefs is over, midam, we have fully 
convidled the prifoners: will you pronounce Judg- 
.'^lentonthe Friar > /^ro RoVui.) Shall we bang him 
up, or culkiiim down ? 

Robin. We will leave him, John, tn the accufations 
e^nhis own confcience 5 afevererpunifhmentthanany 

F :; we 
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we can inflidt. Your profdfion, Sir (hauld hate 
taught you principles of houour. 

Jd^. Principles of iionoiir ! — ^You miftake your 
man; this fellow is one of thofe itinerant mendicants 
who travel the country, ;and ripen in the funfliine of 
public charity, producing very little devotion, with a 
plentiful crop ^f (enfuality. , 

Friar. Will you difmifs nie ? 

John, Yes, to tke other world. 
*Eo'}i/u Prudence would juflify my inflidtin^ od 
you the^ fevereft puniihment ; but hunanity forbids 
at. Goto the proud bifhq> of Hereford, and tell 
liim, an outlaw inrtru<iled a church-man, by exam- 
ple, tha^ charity whrch he (hould pra6ti(e as well as 
i€ach. 

Friar. 1 obey ; and your meffage fhall be delivered 
lltierally. But be af hired, when next we meet, you 
(hall not have all the advantage ; I >vili have aiuple 
fatisfa<^ion for this ^enerofity. 

Rubin/ Bowman, order him fafe coudaA through 

the Foreft [Exeunt Friar an// Bowman.) And 

now for you. Sir, i^o Scarlet) yoiur ingratitude hurts 
me, and your bafe intent upon this innocent girl I 
•cannot for2:ive : ** for, let ine tell you, Sir, there does 
*' not exiJt a greater wretch than he who, by per- 
*' fuafion and. peijury, feduces to* Aiame the obje^ 
** of hispaffion." 

John, ** 1 know of none greater, except the villain 
*^ who, having ruincxl, abandons." 
, '^* ^li. i^^ivjUt 1 iinph-jre his pardon, on condi- 
tion — ^j 

Robin. \N\vix is the condition, Stel'a? 

8ttHa,^T\\'X \\Q marries poor- Marsha. She is jufl 
now returned to lier mother's cottage, overwhelmed 
with p;ritf. 

Robin, rhi.% if ^he pel forms, Ciall again re ftore him 

to the Forelt-^-— (y^^// Scarlet.; Come, girls, 

the morning is fine, and \v.e -Ihall roufe a flag before 
bKeakfaft. 
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Stella. ** You*H excufe nie t I never found preafure 

"*' in worrying animals innocent as tliey are beautiful ; 

^* and wlio have neither cunnin J to-^void nor courage 

" to face their puffuers/' lExit. 

Clorinda, Robin, lead on ; Pil accompany you and 

^ your merry archers to the cliace. 

A I R, 

■ When ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
And bright dew-drops impearl the flow'rs fo gay, 
Sound, found, my flout archers I found horns and 
aw^ay, 
With arrows (harp pointed we go.' 
Sec Sol now appearing in (plen^or fo bright, 
lO PiEAN ! for Phoebus, who leads to delist, 
All glorious in beauty he rifes to fight ; 
*Tis he, boys, is God of the bow. 

Sweet rofes well offer at Venus's fhrine, 

Libations wcf'll pour to Bacchus divine, 

,While mirth, love, and pleafure, in jun^ion com- 
bine, * 
For archers, true fons of the game? 

Bid forrow, adieu*! in foft numbers we'll fing 

Love, friend(hip, and beauty, /hail make the air 
ring, 

Wifhing health and fuccefs -to .our country 
Kuig, 
EncreaCe to thiir honour and fame- 

S"CENE, the infiJe of Zo^i>i's care^^^'P'^ ^^^"^ 
• ^xjitka wooden crcfs, and a dt^^rcrPs-head. Ruttf- 

i^ivjleeping on a trufs of fufies ; Angelina mriH 

Annette fittir^ at a ftMe, 

^^efinaUere IhouW I wifh to take up my abode, 
atvd, like the benevolent hermit of this cell, exhauit 
nly davs In prayers and repentance. (rifes. 

' " ^ F 3 /nncite. 

» 
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Annme. He fometimes fighs as bitterly as yow 
icif. 

Angelina^ Ob, there is no grief like roinc ! Reflect 
on the man I loved'! — Not* the fweets of the opening 
bloflbai, refined by the dew of heaven, could emu- 
late the purity of his mind — The d«w, tlie bjoffom, 
the fweets were his; but, woe tome ! the inconftancy 
•of their charms was mine. 

Enter Edwiv. 

£iiwin. Hail, my yoothful guefts ! I hope this 
humble cell lias aiForded you comfort ? 
Angelina We,owe you grateful thanks. 
£chvin. The morning fun has pierced the Foreft's 
gloom^ and glitters on the dew ; the feathered cho- 
1 iflers chaunt their mattins to that bounteous Power 
whith gave them being ; and nat\ire feems alive to 
love and cheer fulnefs; while man, ungrateful man 
alone! overlooks thole bleffings which the ail wife, 
the all benignant hand of Heaven .daily pours on 
him. / [IVaiks to Ruttekin. 

Angina, What perfuafive melody breathes in his 
voice ! . 

Annetie. I could hear him preacl> ibr an hour. 
' rky fo fenfiblc, fo young and clever a man, (hould 
.turn hermit 

. Edwin See where this foot, improvident of time, 
Woudedin temporary death, dozes thcoujgh life, and 
indoienltiy iofes Heaven's nioft precious gifts, thg ex- 
t'Tcile o4 thought and reafon. Awake! awake, flu/- 
gard ! the morning wears ap^ce. 

RutteL Why cKthirb me ?— Yet, by my appetite, 
-it iitime to riie. 

Edwin. Young pilgrim, my heapt participates the 
.jrrief that evidently afHi6ts70u, and nvy find vibrates 
Avith thofe involuntary figUs you in VHm attempt to 
^fupprefs. Tfell me whence flow your forrows. {Vak^ 
Angelina by the hand,) Tiiis foft bimd has not long 
uraiped a.pilg^im's fU^F. 

Angelina 
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Angelina. O, my love- worn heart ! 

Ediuin. \s love the bane that cankers thy young 
breaft? tiaplefs youth i Some proud, fome faithlels 
wom^nrhas deftr«yed your peace. 
' Angelina* Forgive the rudeneis of a ilrangcr. whofe 
ivnhallowcd feet intrudes where heaven and ycu 
refide. 

Edwin. Let me know your ftory— Beflirew his 
heart who injured you 1 By Heaven 1 piiy and would 
redrcfs your wrongs. 

Angelina, lou iQc\ top much foi r;-^ ^ | Jiave 

been ciuel, ungrateful. Methinka 1 couW con^ 

jide inyou.^*-Let usrttire, aiid, asyouwi/h to know 
my flory, I will nnbofom- my heart to )ouin full 
x:onfeifian, and follow your advice, 

[Exmnt hng(i\\x\2i and ILd^'xn, 

RuUek, Tell me, youngller, what crime has thi« 
IT after of yours committed > Something terrible, for 
his confcience is moil horribly haunted. 

Annette. But not with tlie ghofls of poultry or 
young iambs, mafter Tinker. 

Ruttek. No more of that,, if you love ,me.— — But 
"fay, wliere are you come fr»m I 

Annette, We, as yoii may perceive by. this badge, 
fought in the holy wars. 

huitek. That was pious ; you cut the throats of the 
Pagans for the honour of heaven, and the good of 
your own fouls. 

Annette. In one engagement my roafler fplit a 
Vizier to the chine, and 1 cut down a Balhaw of* 
three tails. - 

Ruttek Ha! ha! he was a devil of- a Balhaw 1 
And you cut oft his tails 1 ^^ ' ^ 

Annette. True ; but it bein^nr riiisfortune to be 
taken prifoner, we were carried to the houfe of a 
Mufti, where myniaii**'^'^^^^^ in love with the Muf- 
^ti's wifc.^»**^*'^^^^^S^^^^^^^^'^^ ^y li'»n in the lady's 
^j^Ttment, to fave himft If, he ifabbed the old fellow 
ito'the heart. 

-Kutttk. 
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Ruttek. That was right ; it was ferving Heaven t« 
kill a Turk 

/4ftnette. We fled of courle ; and^ after long wan- 
dering, came to a lea port, where wc took fmpping, 
<and at lalt arrived in Old England. 

Rutttk. And pray now, h;3 you any leve ^ainup^ 
on your hands ? 

jinnette Certainly— I intrigued in the ieraglio of a 
Janiflary, who had a wife for every week, and a coti' 
cubine for every day in the year. 

Ruttek. O, poor fellow ! "he had an almanack full 
of them. But 1 cannot help laughing at a fellow with 
fuch a pignTy perfon and fijueak-pipc voice getting 
among fo many women. - 

Annette, Why* fiixah, wher^vei* I travel, hundredi 
folicit my favour, but I am cruel, excep\t to one maid 
only. 

A I R. 

My vnarae is little Harry-O, 
Mary 1 will marry-Q 
in fpite of Nell, or Ifabel, 
Til follow my own vagary-O* 

With myrigdnmjigdum airy-O, 
I love little Mat y-O, 
Tn fpite of Nell, 
Or Ifabel, 
-I'll follow my own vagary-G. 

Smart five is and bonny-O, 
Sweet as fugar candy-O ; 

Frefh and gay, ~ 

As flow'rs in May, 
And I'm her Jack-a-damiy n^ 
With my, &c. 
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Soon to the church 1-il havelicr-Q, 
Where we'll wed together-Oj 
And that, that df ne, 
Then we'll have fun, 
In fpite of wind^nd weather-O 

Wiih my rigdtim )igdum airy-O, 
1 love little Mary-rO ; " 

In (pite of Nell, 
Or Ifabel, 
111 follow my own vagary-O. 

flntLr Edwin and Sac ei. is k from the ck^te^ 

Ed*win. And is it— O Heaven ! — Is it my love, my 
Angelina ! « ■ ■ . - — 

jingelina. I iara your love indeed, \They embrace, 

Ruttek* That is natural; after liigh words, they 
fall to wrefilling. 

Annette. Yes» and the hermit w ill probably get the 
better of the pilgrhn: 

Angelina. Annette, Annette, I have found my 

love, my Edwin S ■ - Oh, t1iat 1 ftiould not know 

thee!— — But three years abfence, grief, and the 
hermit's habit, haV« caufed the change. 1 have 
felt, for three long years,^ my fpirit pine through 
weeping hours; but now thy> fmile lights up my 
mind, And all my ioirows vanifii Lke a fleeting 
di^am. 

Edwin, Thou art altered too ; the rofe of beauty js 
opened into bloom. — llere-1 could gaze, and feaft wy 
eyes for ever ! — - , , 

Ruttek* But, Sir, we cannot all partake of 
breakfaft ; fo let us have fom^thing "^^^Jfj^Tou hap- 

A'wette. Peace, idiot t^-^- §U<"";..„rncv we 

pinefs : t!us meeting has Gived u^^^ng journey , 

thee, E^^^O^-^t'^^ *" ^^"^ aucmpt. . 
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Edwin. Let ai to the merry archers --The brave 
Karl of Huntingdon is my friend^ and will &are my 
city. 

. DUET: 

Thus let me hold thee to my hearty 
And evVy care rcfign. 

AnOBLI'NA. 

And ihall we never, never part. 
My life, my all that's mine f 

Both. 
No; never from. this hour lopautl 

We'll live and love fo true, 
The figh that rends thy xonftant heart, 
Shall break thy Edwin's too; > 
Breaks Angelina's too. j 

[^Exeunt Angelina and Edwifi. 

Ruttek'So yon are a woman, he, he, hex what a 
confounded fool have I been not to difcover it fooner ! 

Then, O mercy ! what a legion of lies yoa have 

been telling about the Bafhaw, the Mufti, the Grand 
Vizier, the JaniffaTy, their wives, their concubine?, 
iod their tails — What think yoaof me > 

Annette Tolerable enough, as a Tiiiker | but moft 
abominably as a man — 

^uttek* ihey aregoing to— to— to— marry. 

rZa .What then? 

i^uttek. lu*.^ creat mind to pop the queftion 
^Z ^5r.— So I will-4^o I woii^t^ f«/2if^ J— Tell mc, 
thou filver ikinned Ms with the golden locks, will 
you? — ' • ** * 

^nette. What? 

Ruttek. Nothing — ^Yes— but 111 tell yon a» ^ 
trip along — Never fa w a girl better made for carrying 

a tinker's 
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arinker^sbtidgeu— Butcoroe, now for the marriage 
fef^ivaL 



A I R. 



V 



We*ll to the howV of Robin Hood, 

This is his wedding day ; 
And merrily in blithe Sherwood, 
Bridefmaids and bridefmen play. 

Then follow nie^ my bonny lafs^ 

And well the paftimes fee ; 
For the minllrells fing, 
And the fweet b^lls ring, 

And they feaft right merrilyy merrily. 

The humming brer flows round in pails,. 

With mead that's ilout arid ol4 % 
And am'rous virgin* telMove tales^ 

To thaw the heart that<^ cold, 
Then follow me^ Sec, 

There dancing fprightly 9n the grecn^ 

Each light-foot ladandlafs ; 
Sly flealing kifles when unfeen. 

And jingling glaCs with glafs. 

Then follow me,; Sec {Expmt, 

Scene chnnges to the out/k/& of Rob i n HobD's bower. 
Enter John, Scarlet, apd Stella. 

Scarlet. Allen, your forgivenefs makes me your 
friend for ever ; aiid believe mp, J'^Jini you havg 
warmefl thanks : in protc<fting female Jnj^ 
only performed a' duty incp^f nt Qj>-crtr^F) 
how can 1 ever expiate tbe injury I in) 
fair Stella? 
^StelU Yopr proniiGi>^?^^iage to p( 

Martha, 2m^^%^^lTu^ '' T^ ^ ' 
. JLJ^-jm, as far as poffible, forget 

rrcflion- 
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Scarlet. Then lam fat isfied —From this day, Mar- 
tha (hall find me kind and conftant, and in promoting 
her happinefs, Til fecure ray own. 

Stella. Your converfion makes us all happy, as far 
as it is poflible for us to be fo-. 

A I R. 

Hark ! the wajbling choir fings^ 
H.u"k ! the azure welkin rings, 
liills with joy reG'>uild; 
. Cowflips glad the laughing fields^ 
Fragrant thyme r its odour yield«, 
Violets breathe around. 

Elms their verdant honoufs fprcad. 
Dew dreps gild: the jnoity b|«l, 

Daifies bloora among ; 
Soft and joydiis through^ the fldet, 
Thoufand fprighll^ voices rife, 

Echo joins the long. ' 

Blifsful fcenes foon pafs away, 
Pride's the glimmer of a day, 
, Flies on rapid wing ; 
Learn to know, vain mortal raan^ 
Fleeting life is hut a fpan^ 
Emblem of the fpring. 

Ruft€kin,S2ive you, gentle" folks. Here am I 

returned with my Itomach holl»w . as an empty 
ikuce-pan. The hermit is arrived, and, with him 
two ai;angers. ' Wliere is madam Cloriqda? where 
is bold Robin? Here is a fine Lord, with a brave 

train, juft alighted—- ^Lord a' mercy on us!— 

Where are all tlie archers? x^rj^^re is John: Scar- 
let, &c.— Here, litrre — this way, this >*^. ' 

' Flowijh, 
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¥t)urjh. Tht Sce^nb draws, and difcovers tht' injidi 
Of Robin's bouer; the Friak drejfed as Baron 

FiTZHERBERT, ClORINDA, AnOBLINA^ StIL- 

-LA, Axlen, Annette, Ciff. 

Ciorittda. My dear uncle, you have perft^rmed your 
:f romife nobly. 

FUzhtrbert, I am no longer a tippiing curteLFrla», 
but Baron Fitzherberti and behoid my credentials.— 
(Takes 9ut a parchment.) His Majefty's free pardon 
to all within the Foreft. 

7i»/^fi. Mercy! What virtue lies in a piece of pare Iv- 
ment with a bit of wax to it 1 

fttzA. Your humanity and benevolence have ob- 
literated from the Royal bread every rcraembrancc 
of refentment. 1 ha^e it in command to inveft you 
with your formrr dignities, honours, manors, and 
caftles; and now falute you, Robert, Earl of Hunt- 
ingdon. 

John. Notv I lili;jethi8 But what pr^fei'ment, 

pfece, or penfion, have you got for me- ? 

Ff/2. As you are a juA j'^dge, J6hn, chufe for 
vourfelf,— Will you be hanged up, or cut down >— 
Nay, no anfwer after convidlion, or I fliall prod'^c^- 
four reafons, 

y$hn, A fig for your reafons !-^Here is my fuga?- 
plumb, [Taking Stella by the hand, 

Fttzh, Clorinda, Ibeftow you on Robin with ail 
iny heart; and to you my daughter, 1 prefent your 
"faityul lover.— And may beauty and virtue ever re- 
^w«rd conllancy^ 

Rot/«. The Royal bounty overpowers me, and 
your goodnefs foftens my heart, even to infant ten- 
dernefs. This day we dedicat,e to love— To mor- 
row I will re-aflume my ftation, and, in the fenvice 
of my King and Country, lead my merry accher-s to 
viftory. 



Y IrH A, 
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FINALE. 



> 

ScAALET aifi Stella. 



Let the miCic fprightly play, 
This is Hymen's holiday ; 
Smiling virtues him await, 
Guardian of the married ftate. 

Chords. Letthemufic, &c. 

Rofeat God of foft defirc. 
Mirth and wit, and fong infpire ; 
Each fond heart ^l^te with joy, 
Honeft love can never cloy. 

Chords. L«tthe, Jcc 

Angelina and Edwin. 

I^ropled innocence appear. 
Free from forrow, void of fear ; 
Thy fair fifter bring with thee, 
Captivating Modefty. 

Chorus. Let the, &c« 

CATCH. 

FRlAlt^^t^TTEKIN, and JOBK. 

Fill the foanaing horn un high. 
Nor let tuneful lips be dry ; 
Let the brimming goblet fmile, . 
Bk>od-fed wine our cares beguile.. ^ 
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KoBiH and ChOKiNDk, 

Strains of liberty well (ing^ 
To our country, Queen,.and King f 
To thofe friends J who often her^ 
With their fnfilcs our bofoms cheer, 
Cjiojius« Strains of, &c« 



r I N I s« 



,y Google 



,y Google 



THE 

IRISH WIDOW, 

IN TWO ACTS. 

At it 18 performed^ 
WITH UNIVERSAL APPLAUSE, 

AT T H 1 

THEATRES 

I ir 

LONDON AND DUBLIN, 



DUBLIN: 

Printed for Meflrs. ExsH AW, Saunters, SlbatexJ 

Williams, Wilson, Potts, J. Hoey, Jiin, 

Chamberlains, Husband, Colles, 

MONCRIEFFE, WALKER,and JeNKIN. 

M,DCC,LXxiS„,,Google 



J^ -^ ' »--.*'/■ 



J..>„ 



,, Google 



TO 

Mrs. BARRY. 



Madam, , 

AFTER returning my thanks to the per- 
formers of this Farce for the great juftice 
they have done me, I muft beg leave to addrefs 
myfelf in particular ioyou. 

As your wifhes. produced the piece, and your 
performance has raifed it. into fome confequence,. 
to whom can it be fo properly addrefled ? You 
■were before ranked in the firft clafs of our Theatri- 
cal Geniufes, and now you have the additional 
merit of transforming the Grecian Daughter 
into the Irish Widow, that is, of finking to tbc 
loweji note, from the top of the compafs / > - 

Permit me. Madam, like other Coxcombs, to 
boaft fome favours I have received. — You pjerfornn^ 
the principal charaSer, fome news-papers have 
criticised the Farce, and the audiences have laughed 
heartily at it. Were not I as fenfible as the fevereft 
critick of them all, that it is a trifle not worth the 
owning, I fliould fubfcribc my real name, inftead 
of. 

Madam, 

Your great admirer^ 

And humble Servant, 



The author. 

A 2 
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Mr. Weston. 
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THE 

IRISH WIDOW. 

A C T I. 

SCENE I. Whittle's Houfe. ^ 
Enier Batis and S0t^ianf, 

BATES. 

IS he gone out ? bis card tells me to come diredllj— ^ 
I did but lock up fome papers^ take mf bat and 
cane, and away I burried. ;- 

Ser^. My mafter defires you will (it down, he will 
return immediately — be bad fome buiinefs with bis 
lawyer, and went out in great hade, leaving the mei^ 
fage I have deliver'd. Here is my young mafter, 

[Exit Servant* 
Enter Nephew. 

Bates. What, lively Bi/Iy /—hold, I beg your pardoi| 
—melancholy tVilliam, I think-— here's fine revolution 
— I bear your Uncle, who was laft month all gravity, 
and you all mirth, have changed characters ; he is now 
all fpirit, and you are in the dumps, young man. 

Nepb, And for the fame reafon— 'This journey tQ 
Scarborough will unfold the riddle. 

Bates. Come, come, in plain Englifh, and before 
your Uncle comes — explain the matter. 

Nepb. In the firft place, I am undone. 

Bates. In love, I know— *I hope your Uncle is not 
undone too — that would be tho devil I 

Nepb. He has taken pofleflion of him Jn every fenfe. 
In (hort, be came to Scarborough to fee the lady I 
bad fallen in love with— — 
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Sates. And fell in love hinQfelf? 

Nepb, Yes, and with the fame lady. 

Bates, That is the devil indeed ! 

Nepb, O, Mr. Sates f when I thought my happincfs 
comfleat, and wanted only my Uncle's confent, to 
gTve roe the independence he fo often has promised 
aiei he caaie to ocarboroogh for that purpofe, and 
viWd roe joy of my choice; but in lefs than a week, 
Ills, approbation turned into a paflion forher; he nov 
hates the fight of me, and is refolv*d, with the confent 
of the fafher, to make her his wife dire6ily. 

Bates, So he keeps you out of 3rour fortune, won't 
give his confent, which his brother's foolifli will re- 
quires, and he would marry himfelf the fame woman, 
becaufe right, title, coitfcience, nature, juftice, and 
every law divine and human, are againft it. 

Neph. Thus he tricks me at pnce both of wife and 
fortune, without the leaft want of either. 

Bates, Well faid, friend Whittle ! but it can't be, it 
ftan'e be, and it muft not be—- this is murder and rob- 
bery in the ftrongeft fenfe, and he (han't be hang'd in 
chains to be laughed at by the whole town, if I can 
help it. 

Neph. I am diftra£ted, the widow is diftrefs'd, and 
we both (hall run mad. 

Bates. A widow tool — 'gad a mercy, three-fcorc 
and fiv^ ! 

Neph. But fuch a widow ! (he is now in town with 
her father, who wants to get her off his hands ; *rrs 
ccjual to hitTi who has her, ?o (he is provided for— I 
hear fomebody coming — I muft away to her lodgings, 
where (he waits for me to execute a fcheme dire6lly 
for our delivery. 

Bates. What is her narije, Billy F 

Neph. Brady. 

Bates. Brady / is not (he Daughter to Sir Patrick 
O'Neale. 

iVf^y^. The fame. She was facrificed to the moft 
fenfelefs, drunken profifgate in the whole country: 
He lived to run out his fortune, and the only advan- 
tage (he got from the union was, he broke that and 
hisneck, before he had broke her heart. 
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Bates. The affair of marriage is in this countrj put 
upon the eaiieft footing ; there is neither love nor hate 
in the mztt^t ; neccffity brings them together f they 
are united at firft for their mutual convenience, and 
feparated ever after for their particular pleafures.-^ 
O rare matrimony I — Where does (he lodge ? 

'Nepb. In Pall-MaU, near the Hotel. 

Bates, ril call in my way^ and aiHil at the conful- 
tation ', 1 am for a bold flroke if gentle methods 
fliouldfail. 

Ne/fb. We have a plan, and a fpirited one, if my 
fweet widow is able to go through it — pray, let ua 
have your friendly afiiftance— ours is the caufe of love 
and reafon. 

Bates, Get you gone, with yodr love and reafon, 
they feldom pull together now-a-days— Pll give your 
Uncle )a dofe firft, and then Til meet you at the widow's 

what fays your Uncle's privy counfellor, Mr. 

Thomas, to this ? 

Nepb. He is greatly our friend, and will enter fin* 
cerely into our fervice — he is honeft, fenfible, igno- 
rant, and particulai— <i kind of half coxcomb, with 
a thorough good heart — but he's here. 

Bates, Do you go about your bufinefs, and leave the 
left to me. [Exit Nephew. 

Enter Th ou a s» 

Ml'. TbomaSi I am glad to fee you : upon my word 
you look charmingly— ydulwear well, Mr. Thomas, 

Thorn. Which is a wonder, confidering how the times 
go, Mr. Bates — they'll w-eir and tear me top, if I 
don't take care of tDyi^f---*lAj!^W mafler has taken 
the neareft way to wear himfefrout, and all that be- 
long to him. 

Bates. Why furely this ftrange ftory about town is 
not true, that the old gentleman is fali'n in love. 

Thorn. Ten timfes worfe than that ! 

Bates. The devil!" 

Tbom^ And his horns — going to be married ! 

Bates. Not if I can help it. 

Tbom. You never faw luch an alter'd man in your 
born days I — he's grown young again ; he frilks, and 
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{irancesy and nros about, as if he had a. new pair of 
egs— -he has left off his brown camlet furtout, which 
lie wore all fummer, and now with his hat under his 
rnrm, he goes open breaded, and he drefles, and 
powders, and (mirks fe, that yon would take him for 
the mad Frenchman in Bedlam — fomething wrong in 
his upper ftory — would jou think it?-^e wants 
me to have a pig^tail f 

Baies, Then he Is far gone indeed ! 

Thorn, As fure as you are there, Mr. Bates^ a pig- 
tail !— we have had fad work about it— I made a com- 
promife with him, to wear thefe ruffled (hirts which he 
gave me — but they ftand in my way— I am not fo 
liftlefs with them— tho* Ihave ty*d up roy hands for 
him, I won't tie up^ny head, that I am refolut& 

Bates, This it is to be in love, nomas ? 

7bom. He may make free with himfelf, he Aan't 
make, a fool of me— he has got his head into a bag, but 
I won't have a pig-tail tack'd to mine^-^nd fo I told him. 

Bates, What did you tell him ? 

Thorn, That as I and my father^ and his father be^ 
fore me, had worn their own hair as heaven had fent it, 
I thought myfelf rather too old to fet up for a mon- 
key at my time of life, and wear a pig-tail*— hel hef 
he ! — he took it. 

Bates. With a wry face, for it was wormwood. 

Thorn, Yes, he was frnmp'd, and call'd me old 
blockhead, and would not fpeak to me the reft of the 
day— but the next day he was at it again — he then 
put me into a pailion, and J could not help telling him, 
that I was an £ngii(hman born, and had my preroga- 
tive as well as he, and that as long as 1 had breath in 
jny body, I was for liberty, and a llrait head of hair. 

Bates. Well faid, Thomas — he could not anfwer 
that. 

Thom. The pooreft man in England is a match for 
the greateft, if he will but ftick to the laws of the 
land, and the ftatue books, as they are delivered 
down CO us from our forefathers. 

Bates. You are right— we nmft lay our wits, toge- 
ther, and drive the widow out of your old mailer's 

H, and put her into your young mafter's hands. 
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nom. With all my heart— -nothing can be more 
meritof ions— marry at his yearj. I— what a terrible ac- 
cbunt would he make of \u Mr. Bates! — let me fee 
—on the debtor fide 65 — and per contra creditor a 
buxom widow of 23— He'll make a bankrupt in a 
fortnight— he ! he! he! 

Bates. And fo he would, Mx.T'bomas — what have 
you got in your hand ? 

Tifem. A pamphlet my old gentleman takes in ; he 
has left 6ff buying hiftories and religious pieces by num- 
bers, as he. us'd to do, and (ince he has got rhis widow 
in his head he reads but the Amorous Repofitory, 
Cupid's Revels, Call to Marriage. Hymen's Delights, 
Love lies a Bleeding, Love in the Suds, and fuch like 
tender compofiiions. 

Bates* Here he comes with all his folly about him.-«i 

n&m. Yes, and 'the firft fool from vanity-fair.-* 
Heav'n help us f— -love turns man and woman topfjr 
turvy! [£;#// Thomas. 

Wbitik (ifiitbgutj Where i« he? wbese is mj 
good friend? 

Enter Wh;ttli. 
Ha ! here he is-— give me your hand ! 
< Bates. I am glad to fee you in fuch fpirits^ my old 
gentleman. 

IVbit. Not fo old neither«-no man ought to be 
called old, friend BattSy if he is in health, fpirits, and— 

Bates, In his fenfes— .which I ftould rather doubt; 
as I never faw you half fo frolickfome in my life. 

fVbit. Never too old to learn, friend, and if I don't 
make ufe of my philofophy now, I may wear it out in 
twenty years — i I have been always banter'd as of 
too grave a caft— you know, when I ftudy'd at Lin- 
colnVInn, they ufed to call me Young Wifdom. 

Bates. And if they ihould now Call you Old Folly, 
It will be a much worfe name. 

Whit. No young jackanapes dare« teH me fo, wh' 
I have this friend at my fide (touches hisfuiord.j 

Bates, A hero too ! what in the name of com" 
ftnfc is come to you, my friend ?— high fpirf 
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boaour, ft long {word and s bag ; jou want nothinr 
but to be terribly in Jove, and fallj forth knight of 
the Woful Countenance, ha! haf ha! 

ff^Ltt. Mr. Bates — the ladies, who are the beft 
judges of countenances, are not of your opinion ; and 
unlefs you'll be a little ferious, I muft beg pardon for 
piving you this trouble, and FU open my mind to 
lome more attentive friend. 

Bates. Well, come, unlock then, you wild, hand- 
fome, vigorous j^oung dog you — Iwillpleafeyouiflcan, 
, H^l^it. I believe you nefer faw me look better, 
Frank, did you ? 

Bates. O yes, rather better forty years ago. 

If^bit, What, when I was at Merchant Taylor's 
School ? 

Bates. At Lincoln's- Inn, Tom. 

tVbit. It can't be — I never d\(gm(t my age, and 
next February, I (hall be fifty-four. 

Bates. Fifty-four! why I am fixty, and you always 
lick'd me at fchool— tho' I believe I could do as muck 
for you now, and ecod I believe yoh deferve it too. 

iVbit. I tell you I am in my fifty-fifth year. 

Bmtes. O, you arc— let me fee we were toge-* 

ther at Cambridge, Anno Domini 25, which is near 
fifty years ago— you canae to the college indeed fur- 
prizingly young, and what is more furprizing, by this 
calculation you went to fchool before you were born-«« 
ypu were always a fprward child. 

IVbit. I fee there is no talking or con ful ting with 
you in this humour, and fiv Mr- BateSf when you are in 
temper to (hew lefs of your wit, and more of your 
friendfliip, I (hall confult with you. 

Bates. Fare you well, my old bpy— young fellow I 

mean— when you have done fowing your wild- oats, 

and have been blifter'd into your right fenfes ; when 

you have half kilPd yourielf with being a beau, and 

return to yovir woollen caps, fianneL waillcoats, 

wor Aed ftockings, cork foles, and gallochys, i am at 

your fervice. again, (6 bon jous. to ypu^ Monfieur 

Fifty-four; ha!, h^l . [Exit. 

Whit. He hj^s certainly heard of my affair— but he 

head and""^^- peeviih--hc wants fpirit, and ftrength of 

, ' - - ^ conditutioa 
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•OftftittJtion to conceive my happinefs— I am in love 
with the widow, and muft have her: Every mao 
knows his own wants— let the woild laugh, and my 
friends ftare? let 'em call me imprudent, and niad 
if they pleafe— I live in gtod times, and among people 
of fafliion, fo none of my neighbours, thank heaven, 
can have the aiTurance to laugh at me. 

£nier Old Kecksey. 
Keck. What, my friend IVbittUi^jojl joy to you 
|>oy— you are going, a going! a going! a fine widow 
has bid for you, and will have you— hah, friend? all 
for the beft— there's nothing like it— hugh! hugh! 
hugh!— a good wife is a good thipg* and a young one 
is a better— hah— who's afraid ? If I had not lately 
married one, I Ihould have been at death's door by 
this time^hugh! hugh! hugh!' (Cougbt.) 

Whit. Thank, thank you, friend!— I was coming 
to advife with you— I am got into the pound again— 
ill love up to the ears — a fine woman, faith— and 
there's no love loft between us— am I rijght, friend ? 

Kech. Right! ay, right as my leg, Torn! Life's no- 
thing without love — hugh! hugh! I'm happy as the 
day's long! my wife loves gadding, and I can't ftay 
at home, fo w« are both of a mind— Ihe's every 
jiight at one or other of the garden places; but 
among friends, I am a little afraid of the damp ; 
hugh! hugh! hugh! ihe has got an Irifh gentleman, a 
kind coufin of her's, to take care of her; a fine fellow; 
and fo good-naiur'd— it is a vaft comfort to have fuch 
a friend in a family! hugh! hugh! hugh^ 
JVhit. Yoy are a bold man, coufin Ktckfey. 
Kech, Bold! ay to be fure ; nom but the brave 
defer ve the fair— hjigb! hugh! hughf nbo'a afraid? 
JVbt. Why your wife is five feet ten. 
Keck. Without her fhoes. I hate your little flirimps; 
none of your lean meagre French frogs for me ; I was 
always fond of the majeftic ; give me a (lice of a good 
Engliih furloiui cut and come again; hugh! hugh! 
hugh! that's vc\y tafte! 

pybii, I'm glad you have fo good a ftomach— and 
fo you would advife me to marry the lyidow directly > 
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Keck, To be fare— you htve not a moment to lofe ; 
I alwajs mind what the poet fays, 

*7isfoliy to Ibfe tim^ 
When man is in bis prime i\ 
bnght hncrhf hughf 

Whit. Yon have an aglj cooghy coufin. 

Keck. Marriage is the beft lozenge for it. 

Whii, You have rais'd me. from the dead— I am 
glad voa c^mt'^Frank Bates had almoft killed me 
with his jokes— —but you have comforted me, and 
we will walk thro' the Park j and I will carry you to 
the widow in Pall-Mall. 

Keck. With all my heart— Pll raife lier fpirits and 
your's too— courage, To m - come along — — wbo's 
afraid ? [Exeunt: 

S c E K 1, /*# W I D O W 's Lodgings. 
Enter Widow, Nephew, an^/ Bates. 

Bates. Indeed, madam, there is no other way bat 
to caft o6F your real chara6ter, and afTume a feign'd 
one ; it is an extraordinary occafion, .and requires ex- 
traordinary meafures ; pi nek up a fpirit, and do it 
for the honour of your fex. 

Nefb. Only confider, my fweet Widow, that oor 
all is at (lake ! 

Wi^w, Could I bring my heart to a6l contrary to 
its feelings, would not you hate me for being a hypo- 
crite, tho* it is done for your fake ? 

Neph, G>uld I think myfclf capable of fuch iaff^' 
titude— . 

Widouo. Don't make fine fpeeches; you men are 
ilrange creatures, you turn our heads to your pur- 
pofes, and then defpife us for the folly you reach us ; 
'tis hard to aiTume a character contrary to my di/po- 
fition ; I cannot get rid of my unfafliionable prejudices* 
till I have been married in England fome time, and 
liv'd among my betters. 

Neph. Thou charming, adorable woman ! what (hall 
••'?do then? I never wi(h'd for a fortune till this moment. 

Wid(nv. Could we live upon affedon, I would give 

ir fortune to your Uncle, and thank him for takiog 
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Hefb',- What then, my fweet Widow ? 

lVid<nJo. I would defire fou to run away with me as 
faft as you can^— what a pity it is, that this money, 
which my heart defpifes, ihould hinder its happinefs, 
or that for want of a few dirty acres, a poor woman, 
mud be made miferable, and iacrificed twice to thofe 
who have them. 

Neph. Heaven forbid ; thefe exquifite fentiments en- 
dear you more to me, and diftrad me with the dread 
of lofing you. 

Bates, Voung folks ; let an old man who is not quitfi 
In love, and yet will admire a fine wotnarrto the day 
of his death, throw in a little advice among your fl;imet 
and darts. 

IVid. Tho* a woman, a widow, and in love too, I can 
kear reafon, Mr Bates, 

Bates. And that's a wonder—you have no time to 
lofe s for want of a jointure you are ftill your father's 
(lave; he is obftinate, and has promifed you to the old 
man ; Now, madam, if you will not rife fuperfor to your 
fex's weaknefs, to fecure a young fellow inllead of an 
old one, your eyes are a couple of hypocrites. 

tVid(yw. They are a couple of traitors I'm fure, and 
have led their miftrefs into a toil, from which all hec 
wit cannot releafe her. 

\ Neph, But it can, if you will but exert it ; my 
Uncle ador'd aqd fell in love with you, for your 
beauty, fo.ftnefs, and almod fpeechlefs referve. 
Nov7, if amidft all his rapturous ideas of your deli- 
cacy, you would bounce upon him a wild, ranting, 
buxom widow i he will grow (ick of his bargain and 
give me a fortune to take you off his hands. 

Widow. I fball make a very bad adtrefs. 

Neph. You are an excellent mimick; afTumebutthe 
character of your Iri/h female neighbour in the coun- 
fry, with which you attonilh'd us {0 agreeably at 
Scarborough ; you will frighten my uncle into terms, 
and do that for us, which neither my love, nor your 
Tirtue, can accompli/h without it. 

Widjinjo. Now for a VahX'-^ (mimicking a ftreng 
^r^guej^hk and trot, if you will be aner bringing; 
SIC before the old Jontleman, if he loves mufic, I will 
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trate his ears with a little of the brogue, and (bme 
dancing too in the bargain, if he loves capering-^ 
blefs me ! my heart fails me, and I am frighten'd out 
of my wits ; I can never go thro' it. 

(Nephew and Bates htb laugb, 

Nepb, {kneeling find kij^ng her band) O 'tis admi- 
rabie ! love himfelf iqfpires you ; and we fbali coa- 
qner ; What fay you, Mr. Bates ^ 

Bates, rii infureyou Aiccefs; lean fcarce believe mf 
own earsi fuch a tongue and a brogue would make 
Hercules tremble at fivc-and- twenty; but away, away, 
and give him the firft broadfide in the Park; (here 
you'll find him hobbling with that old cuckold, Keckfej. 

H^idow, B«t will my drefs fuit the charafler I play? 

Ne^b. The very thing; is your retinue ready, and 
your part got by heart r 

fVidtnv, All is ready J 'tis an aQ of difpair to pn- 
nifh folly, and reward merit: 'tis the latl effort of 
pure honourable love; and if every woman would 
exert the fame fpirit for the fame out-of falhion rarity, 
there would be lefs buiinefs for Oodors'CoiiiiBoas: 
Now let the criticks laugh at me if the dare. 

[Exit 'with fpirit, 

Nepb. Braval braviflimal fwcet widow! 

[Exit after btr. 

Bates. Huxza ! huzza \ [Exit. 

SCENE, the Park. 
Enter Whittle and K e c k s B r. 

Wbit. Yes, yes, flie is Irifli, but fo modeft, fo 
mild, and fo tender, and juft enough of the accent to 
give a peculiar fweetnefs to her words, which drop 
from her in monofyllables, with fuch adclicate refcrvc, 
. that I Hiall have all the comfort, without the imper- 
tinence of a wife. '' 

Keck. There our tafte differs, friend ; I am for t 
lively fmart girl in my houfe, hugh I hughi to keep 
tip my fpiri ts, and make me merry ; I don't admire 
dumb waiters, not I, no dill-life for me ; I love tbeii 
prittle prattle, it fets me to fleep, and I can take a 
found nap while my Sally and her cottfiu are playing 
about the houfe like young cata. 
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Wbit. I am for no cats in my houfe ; I cannot flccp 
with a noife ; the widow was made on porpofe for 
me; ihe is fo ba(hful, has no acquaintance, and (he 
Bever would ftir out of doors, if her friends were not 
afraid of a confumption, and to force her into the air : 
Such a delicate creature f you (hall fee her ; you arc 
always for a tall, chattering, friflcy wench; now for 
my part I am with the old fajring. 
Wife a moufe, 
Quiei houfe ; 
'^ Wife a cat. 

Dreadful that. 
Ke€k, I dont care for your fayings— who's afraid ? 
JVbit, There goes Bates, let us avoid him, he will 
only be joking with us; when I have taken a ferious 
thing into my head, I can't bear to have it laugh'd out 
again. This way, friend Keckfey ; what have we got here ? 
Kfck. Some fine prancitig wench, with her lovers and 
footmen about her ; (he's a gay one by her motions. 

Wbit, Were (he not fo (Jaunting, I (houid take it 
for— No, it is impo(fible ; and yet is not that n^y 
>lepbew with her ? I forbad him fpeaking to her ; it 
can't be the widow ; I hope it is not. 

Enter Widow, followed by Nephew, three Foot- 
men and a black Boy. 

Widow. Don't bother me, young man, with your 
darts, your Cupids, and your pangs ; if you had half 
of 'em about you, that you fwear you have, they 
would have cur'd you, by killing you, long ago. 
WouW you have me be faithlefs to your UncJe, hah ! 
young man ? Was not I faithful to you till I wa« 
ordered to be faithful to him ? but I muft know more 
of your Engli(h ways, and live more among the En* 
gH(h ladies, to learn how to be faithful to two at a 
time — and fo there's my anfwer for you. 

Nepb^ Then I know my relief, for I cannot live 
without you. ^ [Exit, 

Widow, Take what relief you plafe, young Jontle* 

anan, what have I to do with dat ? He is certainly 

mad, or out of his (infes, for he fwears he can't li<ue 

without me^ and yet he ta^s of killing himfelf ; how 

- az does 
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doct be make out dat ? If « country omid of roinetad 
made fuch a blunder, they vrould have it put in aU 
the news-papeis, and Fanlkner'« Journal bcfide : but 
an Engli/bmaa n»ay look over the hedge, while an 
JH/hmap timft not (late a horfe. 

Keck. Is this the widow, friend Wbittfe ? 

Whit. I don't know {halffighing) it is, and it i« not. 

fVi^mv, Your farvant, Mr. Whittol ; 1 wi(h you 
would Ipake to your Nephew not to be whining aod 
dangling after me all day in his green coat like a par- 
rot : It is not for my reputation that he (hould follow 
me about like a beggarman, and afk me for what I 
had given him lone; ago, but have (ince beiiowed upon 
jou, Mr. Whittol. 

Whit. He is an imprudent beggar, and fhall bt 
leally lo, for his diibbeiiience. 

Wido*w. As he can't live without me, you know, it 
will be charity to flarve him: I wifh the poor yoong 
man dead with el) my heart, as he thinks it wili do 
him a great deal ot good 

Keck, {to Whittle) She is tender, indeed ! and I 
ihink (he has the brogue a little — Hugh ! hugh t 

Whit. 'Tis ftron^er to dty than ever I heard it [Jhrv^^ 

Widow. And are you now talking of my brogue ? 
It is always the rooft fullefl when the wind is aefterly ; 
it has the fame cffe£t upon me, as upon ftammering 
people— they can't fpeak for their impediment, and 
my tongue is fixed fo loofe in my mouth, 1 can't flop it 
for the life of me. 

Whit, What a terrible mtsfortunf, friend Keckfiy. 

Keck, Not at all i the more tongue the beUer, fay I. 

Widow, V/hen the wind changes I have no brogue 
at all, at all. But come, Mr. Whittol, don't let u» 
be vulgar, and talk of our poor relations : It is im- 
poffible to be in this metropolis of London, and have 
any thought but of Operas, Pla;p8, Mafquerades, 
and Pantaons, to keep up one's fpirits in tl^e winter; 
and Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and Marybone fireworks ip 
cool aod refrefli one Tn the fummer. La, la, la. [fings, 

Whit. I proteft Oie puts me into a fweat ; we &aU 
have a mob about us. 

Jir<fc^. The more the mer tier, I fay«-*whp's afrakl, 
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Wtdruh How tlie people (tare, as if they never faw 
« woman's voice before ; bat my vivacity has got the 
better of my good manner*. This, I fuppofej this 
ftrange gentleman, is a near friend and relation, and 
as fuch, notwitbftanding his appearance, I ihall al- 
ways trate him, though I might diflike him upon a 
nearer acquaintance. 

Keck, Madam, you do me honour; ! Ifke your 
franknefs; and 1 like your perfen^, and I envy my 
friend Whittle, and if you were not engaged, and I 
were not married; I would endeavour to make my felf 
agreeable to you, that I wottld — hugh, high. 

Widow. And indeed. Sir, it would be very agraa-^ 
hit to mt \ for if I (hould hate you as much as I did 
v£ij firft dare hufband; I fhould always have the com- 
fort, that in alt human probability, my torments would 
not lad long. 

AVcA. She utters fomething more than monofyllables, 
friend ; this is better than bargain : She has a nne bold 
way of talking. 

Whit, More bold than welcome ,* I am ftruck all of 
-a heap. 

Widtnv. What, are you low fpiritcd, my dear Mr, 
H^hittoH When you were at Scarborough, and winning^ 
my affe^ionSy you were all mirth and gaiety ; and 
now you have won me, you are as thoughtful about it 
as if we had been married fome time. 

Whit, Indeed, Madam, I can't but fay I am a little 
thoughtful — we take i| by turns; you were very for- 
Towful a month ago for the lofs of your huiband, and 
that you could dry up your tears fo foon^ naturally 
makes me a little thoughtful. 

Widcnv. Indeed, I could dry up my tears for a do« 
zen hufbands, when I were fur% of having a thirteenth 
like Mr. WiitoL ; that's very natural fure both in Eng- 
land and Dublin too. 

Keck, She vran'^ die of a confumption ; fhe has a fine 
fuU-ton'd Toice^ and you'll be very happy 7o«i*-^ 
Hugh, hugh. 

Wbit. O yes, yes, very happy, [a/iJe. 

Widow, But come, don't let us be melancholy be- 
fore the time : I am fure I have been mop'd up for a 
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▼etr and a half, I was obiig'd to Biourn for my irft 
nuibaiKl. that I might be mre of a fecond » and vny 
father kept ay fpirits in fobfedion, as the beft receipt 
(he faid) for cbaaging a widow into a wife. But now 
I have my arms and legs at liberty, I rood, and will 
have my fwing ; now 1 am out of my cage I could 
dance two nights togeder, and a day toa» liise any 
iinging bird ; and I am in fuch fpirits that I haVe got 
rid of my father, I could fly over the moon without 
wings, and back «gain, before dinner* Blefs my eyes, 
«nd don't I fe^ there Mtfs Nancy OTlarty, and her 
brother, Captain O'Flany ? He was one of my dying 
Strephons at Scarborough. I have a very grate regard 
for him, and mutl make him a little miferable with my 
bappinefs (courtftys.) Come along, Skips, (/• tht ftt' 
Kwnts) don't you be goOriag thcic; ihew your liveries, 
bow to your mailer that is to be, and to his friend, 
and hold up your heads, and trip after me as lightly 
as if you had no iqgs to 3rour feet. I (hall be with 

Jou again, Jontlemen, in the crack of a fan — O, TU 
ave a hoiband, iy marry. ' {Exit Jitf^ing. 

Keck. A fine buxom widow, faith, no acquaintance 
— delicate referve — mopes at home — forced into the 
air — inclin'd to a confumption •— What a defcriptioo 
you gave of your wife ; why (he beats my Sally, Tom. 

WbU. Yes, and (he'll beat me if I dont take care. 
What a change is here ; I muft turn about, or this wiU 
turn my head : Dance for two nights together, and leap 
over the moon, you (ball dance and leap by yourfelf, 
that I'm rcfolv'd. 

Keck. Here (he comes again : it does my heart good 
to fee her. You are in luck, Tom, 

Whit. Pd give a finger to be out of fuch liick. 
fw/fr Wioow, fefr. 

Widow, Ha, ha, ha, the poor captain is narched 
off in a fury. He can't bear to hear that the town hat 
capitulated to you, Mr. WhittoL i have promiied to 
introduce him to you : He will make, one of my dang- 
lers to take a little exercife with one, when you take 
your nap in the afternoon. 

\J^^^^' ^^^ ^"'^ ^*^^^ ""* nappmg, I affure you. 

What a difcovciy and efcape I have made, I am in a 

^eat with the thoughts of my danger^Google Keck. 
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^ech. I proteft, Confin, there goes m^ wife, and her 
friend Mr. Mac Brawn. Wh»c a 6ne (lately couple 
tbey are, I muft after 'em and have a laugh with them 
«— now they giggle, and walk quick> that I mayn't 
overtake 'em. Madam, your fervant. You're a happy 
man, Tom. Keep up your fpirits, old boy. Hugh, 
bugh, who's afraid. (Exit, 

JVidov). I know Mr. Mac Brawn extremely well — « 
He was very intimate at our houfe, in my fir ft huf- 
band's time $ a great comfort he was to me to be fure. 
He would very often leave his claret and companions 
for a little converfacion with me. He was bred at the 
Poblio Uaivarfity, and being a very deep fcbolar, has 
fine talents for a tete a tete. 

IVbiL She knows him too, I {hall have my houfe 
overrun with the Mac Braiuns^ O'Shoulders^ and the 
blood of the Backnvells j lord have mercy upon me. 

fViJvw. Prayi Mr. Whittol, is that poor fpindle 
kgg'd crater of a coufin of ypur's lately martied ? ha, 
ba, ha, I don't pity the poor crater his wife, for that 
agraable cough of his will foon reward her for all her 
fuiferings. 

Whit. What a delivery^ a reprieve before the knot 
was tied. (afide.) 

fTidoiv. Are you unwell, Mr. Whittol? I (hould 
be forry you would fall (ick before the happy day. 
Your being in danger afterwards would be a great 
confolation to me ; becaufe 1 fhould have the pleafurc 
of nurfing you myielf. 

IVbit. I hope never to give you that trouble, madam. 

fVid. No trouble at all, at all ; I afTureyon, Sir, from 
my foul, that 1 (hall take grate delight in the occafion. 

fFhit. Indeed, mada^n, 1 believe it. 

H^id, I don't care how ^oon, the fooner the better 1 
and the more danger the tno\^ honour ; I fpake from 
my heart. 

IVbit. And fo do I from mine, madam. {fight.) 

Widow But don't let us think of future plcafure, 
and negied the prefent fatisfadtion. My mantua- maker 
is waiting for me to chufe my clothes, ia which J /hall 
forget theibrrows.of Mrs. Brady in the joys of Mrs. 
Wittol. Tho' I have no fortune myfelf^ I ihall bring a 
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tolerable one to you ia del>t8» Mr. Wtttol, and whicli 
I will pay you ttnfoid in tinderaefs ; year deep parfe» 
and my opea heart, will make us tlie envy of the little 
grate odcs, and the grate little ones; the people of 
quality with no fouls, and grate fouls with no ca(h aC 
all. — I hope you'll meet me at the Pantaon thi» 
evening. Lady Rantiton, and her daughter, Mifa 
Nsttledown, and Nancy- Tittup, with half a dozen 
Maccaroonies, and two fa?oury viTres, are to take me 
there, and we propofe a grate deal of chat and merri- 
ment, and dancing all night, and all other kind of 
recreations. I am quite another kind of a crater, now 
I am a bird in the fields;- i can junket about for a week 
together; I have a fine conAitution, and am never 
moleded with your nafty vapours ! are you ever 
troubled with vapours, Mr. WhimL 

IVhii, A little now and then, madam. 

Widow, rU rattle 'em away likefmoke, there are no 
vapours where I come; I hate your dumps, and your 
nerves and your megrims, and I had much rather break 
your red with a little racketing, than let any thing get 
into your head that (hould not be there, Mr. IVhittoi, 

Wbit^ I will take care that nothing (hall be in my 
head but what ought to be there: What a deliverance. 

Widow. {Looking at her loatcb.) Blefs me, how the 
hours of the clock creep away when we are plas'd with 
our company; but I muft lave you> for there are half 
a hundred people waiting for me to pick your pocket, 
Mr. Whittol ; and there is my own brother, lieutenant 
O'Neale, is to arrive this morning, and he is fo like me, 
you would not know us afunder when we are together ; 
you will be very fond of him, poor lad, he lives by 
his wits, as you do by your fortune, and fo you may 
affift one another. Mr. Wiitol, your obadient, 'till 
we meet at the Pantaon. Follow me Pompey; and 
Skips, do you follow him. 

Pomp, The Baccararo whiteman no let blacky boy go 
firft after you, midis, they pull and pinch me. 

Foot. It is a ftame, your ladyihip, that a black negro 
fhould take place ot . Englift Chriftians -— we can't 
follow him indeed. 
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Wid^w, Then you may follow one another out of 
my farvice; if you follow nie, you ihall follow him, 
for he /ball go before mei can't I make him your 
fuperior, as the laws of the land have made him your 
aqual? Therefore refign as fad as you plafe, you 
(han't oppofe government and keep your places too> 
that is not good politicks in England or Ireland either, 
fo come along Pompay, be after going before me — 
Mr. Whittol, moft tindcrly your's. [Exit^ 

Hbit. Moft tinderly youths ! {mimscks her) Ecod I believe 
ou are, and any body's elfe ; O what an efcape have I 
lad. But how ihall I clear myfelf of this bufinefs ? I 
ihall ferve her as I would bad money, put her off into 
another's hands: My Nephew i^ ,fool enough to be ia 
love with her, and if 1 give him a fortune, he'll take 
the good and the bad together **- he ihall do fo or 
flarve. I'll fend for Bata diredly, confefs mj^ folly* 
aik his pardon, fend him to my Nephew, write, and 
declare off with the Widow, and fo get rid of her 
tindernefs as fail as I can. \Exi$, 

ACT If. 
J Room in WhittlbV Houfe. 

Enter Bates and Nephew* 
Nephew (taking him hy the hand!) 

WE are bound to you for ever, Mr. Bates i I can 
fay no more; words but ill exprefs the real 
feelings of the heart. 

Batei, I know you are a good lad, or I would not 
have meddled \n the matter, but the bufinefs is not 
com pleated, till Signatum et Sigillatum. 

Neph, Let me fly to the Widow, and tell her how 
profperoufly we go on. 

Bates. Don't be in a hurry, young man ; (he is not in 
the dark, 1 aifure you, nor has Hie yet finilh'd her part; 
£o capital an a£trefs (hould not be idle in the Uft adt. 

Niph. I could wi(h that you would let me come into 
tny Uncle's propofaUt once, without vexing him farther. 

Bates, Then I declare off*; thou filly young man, are 
70U to be dup'd by your own weak good nature, and 

hia 
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his worldlj craft ; this docs not arife from his lore and 
juftice to you« Not from his own miferable (ituation ; be 
muft be tortured into juftice; he (hall not only give up 
your whole eftate, which he is loth to part with, but 
you muft now have a premium for agreeing to your own 
happinefs ; what, fhail your widow, with witagd fpirit, 
that would do the greateft honour to our fex, go thro* 
h6r taflc chear fully, and ftall your courage give way, 
and be outdone by a woman's ? — fie for fhame. 

Nepb 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Bates ; I will follow 
your directions 5 be as hard hearted as my Uncle, and 
Tex his body and mind for the good of hb foul. 

Bates, Thai's a good child, and remember that your 
own and the Widow's future happinels depends upon 
your both going through this bufinefs with fpirit ; 
make your Uncle feel for himfelf, that he may do 
juftice to other people. Is the Wid«w ready for tht 
laft experiment? 

Nepb. She is ; but think what anxiety I ihali feel, 
¥rhile (he is in danger. 

Bates. Ha, ha, ha, (he'll be in no danger; befidet 
ihan't we be at hand to adiil her ^ hark, I hear him 
coming ; I'll probe his callous heart to the quick ; and 
if we are not paid for our trouble, fey I am no politi- 
cian ; fly -— now we (hall do. {Exit Nephew. 
jE«/fr WniTTLii. 

Whit. Well, Mr. Bates^ have you talk'd with my 
NepbeiJOf is he not overjoy'd at the propofai? 

Bates. The demon of difcord has been among you, 
and has untun'd the whole family; yoa have fcrewed 
him too high I the young man is out of his fenfes, I 
thinly he ftaresand mopes about, and (ighs; looks at 
me indeed, but gives very abfurd anfwers, I don't like 
liim? 

fVbit, What is the matter, think you ^ 

Bates. What I have always expedted j there is a 
crack in your family, and you take it by turns, you 
have had it, and now transfer it to your Nephew, 
which to your (hame be i^ fpoken, is the only transfer 
you ever made him. 

IVhit. But I am going to do him more than juftice ? 

^ ^ Bates. As you have done him much icfe thanjufticc 

erto, you Can't begin tocy foon. Dg-dbye^ooglCi^^^Y^ 



T H E I R I S H W I D O W. t^ 

UHjU, Am not I going to give him the lad/ he likes, 
mnd which I was going to marry myfelf ? 

Bates. Yes, that is, you are taking a perpetual 
blifter off your own back> to clap it upon his ; whjjit a 
tender Uncle you are ? 

WbU. But you don't coniider the efUite which I ihall 
give him. 

Bates. Reft ore to him, you mejn ~ 'tis his own, and 
you ihould have given it up long ago; you muft do 
more or Old Nick will have you ; your Nephew won't 
take the widow off your hands without a fortune; 
throw him ten thoufand into the bargain. 

Whit. Indeed but I ihan't ; he (hail run mad, and 
ril marry her myfelf, rather than do that i Mr. Bates^ 
be a true friend, and footh my Nephew to confent to 
my propofal. 

Bates. You have rais'd the fiend, and ought to lay 
himj however, I'll do my beft for you; when tfaie 
head is turn'd, nothing can bring it right again, fo (boa 
ms ten thoufand pounds ; (hall I promife for you ? 

Whit, ril fboner go to Bedlam myfelf. {Emt Bates. 

Wbit. Why, I am in a worfe condition than I was be- 
fore. If this Widow's father will act let me be off with- 
out providing for his daughter, I may lofe a great 
fum of money, and none of us be the better for it : 
My Nephew half mad, myfdf half married ; and no 
remedy for either of us. 

Enter Servant. 

5frcy. Sir Patrick O'Neale, is come to wait upoa 
you, would you pleafe to fee him ? 

Whit. By all means, the very perfon I wanted, 
don't let him wait. \Exit Servant] I wonder if he 
has fecn my letter to the Wido>v ; I will found him by 
decrees, that I may be fur^ of mj mark, before I 
ilnke the blow. 

Enter Sir? AT KICK.. 
Sir Pat. Mr. Whizzle, your humble farvant ; it 
gives me grate pleafure, that an old Jontleman of your 
property will have the honour of being united with the 
family of the O'Neales ; we have been too much Jon- 
tlemeo, not to fpend our eftate, as you have made 
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jronrfelf a kind of Jootlemtn by getting one ; one rnnt 
out one way, and t'other rans in another, which 
mtkei thienfi both meet at laft, and keeps up the ba- 
lance of Europe. 

fVhit, I am much obliged to jou. Sir Patrick : I am 
mn old gentleman, jou fay true, and I was thinking-^ 

Sir Pat. And I was thinking, if you were ever fo 
old, my daughter cao't make you young again ; (he 
bas as fine rich tick blood in her veins as any in all 
Ireland. I wifli you had a fwate crater of a daughter 
like mine, that we might make a double crofs of it. 

Whit. That would be a double crofs indeed, \_4fide. 

Sir Pat, Tho' I was miferable enough with my firft 
wife who had the devil of a fpirit, and the v^ty moddel 
of her daughter, yet a brave onm never (hrinks (torn 
danger, and I may have better luck another time. 

fVhit. Yes, but I am no brave man, Sir Patrick, and I 
begin to (hrink already. 

Sir Pat. I have bred her up in great fubji6tion ; (he U 
as tame as a young colt, and as tinder as a fucking chic- 
ken; you will find her a true Jontlewoman, and fo know- 
ing that you can tache her nothmg : (he brings every 
thing but money, and you have enough of that* if you 
have nothing elfej and that is what I call the balance 
of things. 

fVhit But I have been confidering your daughter's 
great defens, and ray great age- 

Sir Pat, She is a charming crater ; I wou'd venture 
to fay that, if I .was not her father. 

fTbit. I fay, Sir, as I have been conlidering your 
daughter'^ great deferts, and as I own I have great de- 
ments—* 

Sir Pat. To be fure you have, but you can't help that ^ 
and if my daughter was to mention any thing of a fleer- 
ing at your age, or your ftinginefs, by the balance of 
power but I would make her repate it a hundred times 
to your face, to make her afliamed of it i but munn, old 
Jontleman, the devil a word of your infirmities will flie 
touch upon ; I have brought her up to foftnefs, and to 
geatlenefs, as a kittten to new milk ; (he will fpake no- 
thing but no and yes; as if (he were dumb; and no 
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tain^ rabbit or pigeon will keep kouie, or be more In- 
ganious with her needle and tambourine, 

IVhit, She is vaftly altered then, fi^ce I faw her laft, 
or I have loft my fenfes, and in either cafe, we had aiuch 

better, fince I muft fpeak plain, not come together 

Sir Pat. 'Till yoti are married, you mean*— —•with 
all my heart, it is the more gentale for that, and like 
our family j I never faw lady CNale, your mother-in- 
law, who, poor crater, is dead, and can never be a 
mother-in-law again, till the week before I married her, 
and I did not care if I had never feen her then, which 
is a comfort too, in cafe of death, or other accidents in 
life. 

Whit. But you don't underftaod me. Sir Patrick, I fay- 
Sir Pat. I fay, how can that be, when we both fpAke 
Eaglifli?* 

Whit, But you miftake my meaning, and don't com- 
prehend me. 

Sir Pat, Then you don't comprehend yourfelf, Mr. 
Whizzle, and I have not the gitt of prophecy, to find 
out after you have fpoke, what never was in you. 
IVhit, Let me intreat you to attend to me a little. 
S\v Pat. I do attend man i I don't interrupt you— *out 
with it. 



if^bit. Your daughter » — » 

Sir Pat. Your wife that is to be. Go on 

IVbit. My wife that is not to be — Zounds ! will yo« 
hear me ? 

Sir Pat. To be, or mt to be, is that the queftion ? I 
can fwear too, if it wants a little of that. 

IVhit, Dear Sir Patriclc, hear me. I confefs myfelf 
unworthy of her 5 I have the greateft regard for you, Sir 
Patrick, I fhould think myfelf honour'd hy being in your 
family, but there are many rcafbns n 

Sir Pat. To be fure there arc many reafons why an 
old man ihould not marry a young woman ; but that 
was your bufinefs and not mine. 

Whit. \ have wrote a letter to your daughter, which 
I was in hopes you bad feen, and had brought uie an 
anfwer to it 

Sir Pat, What the devil, Mr. Whiwle, do you make 
a letter porter of me ? do you imagioe, vpu dirty fellow, 
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. with your ctfh, that- Sir Patrick O'Nale would carry 
your letters; I would have you know, that I defpife 
letters and all that belong to 'em, nor would I carry a 
letter to the King, Heaven blefs him, unlefs it came 
from myfelf. 

M^bit, But, dear Sir Patcick, don*t be in a paflion for 
nothing. . 

Sir rat. What \ is it nothing to make a penny pod- 
man of me? But ril goto my daughter direCtly, fori 
have not fcen her to-day, and if 1 find that you have 
written any thing that I won't underftand, I (hall take it 
an affront to my family, and you Hiall either let out the 
noble blood of the 0'Nale*s, or we will fpitl the laft drop 
of the red puddle of the Wizzles. {Going and returns) 
Haikecyou, Mr. Wizzle, Whecde, Whiftlc, what's 
yc ur name ? You rouft not (lir 'till I come back; if yoa 
offer to eat, diink, or deep, 'till my honour is fatisfy'4 
'twill be the worft male you ever took in your life. Yofl 
had better fait a ye;ir, and die at the end of fix months, 
than dare to lave your houfe. So now, Mr, Weezic, 
you are to do as you plafe. [Exit, 

PVhit Now the devil is at woik, indeed! if fome mi- 
racle don't fave me, 1 (hall run mad like my Nephew, 
and have n long Irifh fword through ate into the bar- 
gain. While I am \n my fenles 1 won't have the woman; 
and thetefore he that is out of them (hall have her, if I 
give half my fortune to make the match. I'homas ! 

Enter THOMAS. 

Sad work Thooias ! 

7bo Sad work, indeed ! why could you think of mar* 
rying? 1 knew what it would come to. 

Whit. Why, what h it come to ? 

I'ho* It is in ail the papers. 

JVhit. So much the better, then nobody will believe it. 

7 ho. But they come to me to enquire. 

Whit, And you contradict it. 

7ho. What iignifies that? I was telling Lady Gabble's 
footman at the door juft now, that it was all a lie, and 
your Nephew looks out of the two pair-of-ftajrs win- 
dow, with eyes all on fire, and tells the whole ftory ; up- 
•n that^ there gather'd fnch a mob ! 
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Wlit, I (hall be .uiurder'd, and have my houfe pulled 
flown fnto the bargain ! 

Tbo, It is ail quiet again ; I told them the young man ^ 
was out of his fenfes, and that you were out of town, 
fo they went away quietly, and faid they would comf 
and mob you another time. 

IVhit. Thomas, what Ihall I do ? 

7ho. Nothing you have done, if you will have matters 
mend. 

IVhit. I am out of my depth, and you won't l^nd m« 
your hand to drnw nie out. 

Tho. You were out ot your depth to fall inloycj fwim 
away as faft at you ca-n, you'll be drown'd if you marry. 

IVbit. I'm frighten'd out of my witsi yes, yes, 'tis all 
over with me j I muft not ftir out of my houfe ; but am 
oidcr'd to (lay to be murder'd in it, for aught I know j 
what are you muttering Thomas? prithee, fpeak oul 
and comfort me. 

Tho, It is all a judgment upon you j becaufe your 
brother's fooiiOi will fays the young man mud havf 
your confeot, you won't let him have her, but v/ijl 
marry the widow youiielf i that's thedog in the manger ; 
you can't cat the oats, and you won't let thofc who can. 

Wbii, But I confent that he (hall have both the Wi- 
dew and the foitune, if, we can get him into his riglu 
fenfea. 

Tho, For fear I fhould lofe mine, I'll get out of Bed- 
Jam as foon as polliblej you muft provide yourfelf with 
another fervant. 

PVbit, The whole earth confpires again ft me I You 
fhall ftay with me *till I die, and then you (hall have a 
good legacy, and I won't live long I promife you. 

[knocking at the door, 

Tho, Here are the undertakers already. {Exit* 

Whit. What (hall I do > my head can't bear it ; 1 will 
hang myfelf for feat ot being run through the body. 

Thomas returns with bills. 
7'/6tf Haifa fcore people 1 never faw before with thefe bills 
and drafts upon you for payment, fign'd Martha Brady. 

fVhit. I wifh Martha Brady was at the bottom of the 

Thanjes % what au impudent extravagant baggage, to be- 
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gin her tricles alresdy ; fend them to th« devil, and fay 
I won't pay a farthing. 

TAo. You'll have another mob at the door. - [G$ing. 

ff^/rit. Stay, flay, Thomas ; tell them I am very buly, 
and they muft come to-morrow morning : Hay, (lay, that 
is promifing payment ; no, no, no,— tell 'em they muft 
f^iy 'till 1 am married, and fo they will be fatisfied, and 
ttick'd in to the bargain. 

7to. When you arctrick'd,we(hallallbe fatigfied. [Jfi, 

' [Exit Thomas. 

IVhft. That of all dreadful things I fhouid think oft 
woman, and that woman (hoald be a Widow, and that 
Widow ihould be an Irifh one ; guem Deus «vuli perdere. 
•—Who have wt here ? another of the family, I fuppofe. 

[IVhittle retires. 

Enter Widow, as Lieutenant 0'f^tSL\t,feemif!gfy ^utter'J 

and putting up his fnuordy Thomas fallwoing, 

Tbo. I hope you are not hurt, Captain. 

Wid O not at all, at all ; 'tit well they run away, 
or I (houtd have made them run fader i I /hall teach 
them how to fnigger, aad look through gtafles at their 
betters ; thefe are your Maccaroons, as they call theo^ 
felves; by my foul but I would frighten'd their hair out 
of buckle, ff they would have flood ftill tiJl I had over- 
taken them ; thefe whipperfn^ppers look fo much niottf 
like girls in breeches, than thofe I fee in petticoats, that 
fait and trot, it is a pity to hurt'em i the fair fex in Lon- 
don here feem the moft mafculine of the two ; but to 
bnfinefs j friend, where is your mailer ? 

7ho: There, Captain; 1 hope he has not offended you. 

IVid, If you arc impertinent. Sir, you will offend me, 
lave the room. 

7ho. 1 value my life, too much not to do that — what 
a raw-bon'd tartar I 1 wifh he had not been caught and 
fent here. lAfi'^^ ^^ his maftery and Exit, 

Whit, Her brother, by all that's terrible ! and as like 
her as two tygers ! 1 fweat at the fight of him ; I am fbr- 
ry Thomas is gone ; he has being quarrelling already. 

Wid. Is your narn^ Wittol ? 

IVhit. My name is Whittle,, not Wittol. 

Wid. We fhan't (land for trifles — and you were born 
ind chriften'd by the name of Thomas ? IVhit. 
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JVhit, So they told me, Sir. 

Wid, Then they told no lies, fait ; fo far, fo good. 

[Tahs 9ut a Utter, 
Do yCM know that hand-writing ? 

IVhit. As well as 1 know this good friend of mine, 
who helps me upon fuch occadons. 

[Shetjuing his right hand, and fmikng, 

Wid. You had better not (hew your teeth, Sir, 'till we 
come to the jokes j the hand-writing is yoiKS ? 

Whit, Yes, Sir, it is mine. [Sighs. 

Wid. Death and powder ! what do you (igh for ? are 
you afham'd, or forry, for jour handy-works ? 

Whit. Partly one, partly t'other. 

Wid, Will you be plas'd Sir, to r^de it aloud, that 
you may know it again, when you bare it* 

Whittle {takes his Utter and reads. '^Mz6tLm^^[Reads. 

Wid, Would yoijt be plas'd to let us know what ma- 
dam you mean ? for women of quality, and women of no 
quality, and won>€n of all qualities, are fo mint toge- 
ther, that you don't know one from t'other, and arc 
called madams \ you (hould always rade the fubfcriptio^ 
before you open the letter. 

Whit, 1 beg your pardon. Sir ; I don't like this cercr 
roony. {Afide) To Mrs. Bradj, in Pall-Mall. 

Wid. Now-profade — fire and p^xwder, but I would— « 

Whit, Sir ! what's the matter ? 

Wid, Nothing at all, Sir ; pray go on. 

Whittle ("reads. J Madafn*-^Af 1 prefer your hafpi^ 
tiefs to the indulgence of my own pafftons 

Wid. i will not prefer your happinefs to the indul- 
gence of my paflionsM— Mr. Wittol, rade on. 

Whit, Imuft confefs that I am unworthy %f your charms 
and ^virtues 

Wid, Vcty unworthy indeed ; rade on, Sir. 

Whit. 1 ha<oe for fome days, had a fevere JiruggU , hf 
iiveen my jujiice and my paffion ■ 

Wid. I have had 'no liruggle at all : My juillce and 
paffion are agreed. 

Whit, ^he former haspre^aitd^ and 1 heg Ua^e to refign 
yoUt wth ait your accomplijhments.tofome more defer vingy 
tho' not more admiring fer^ant than your moft miferahU 
undde^oted^ Thomas Wuitti-b. 

C 3 ^ , Wid, 
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IVid, And miferable and devoted you fhaH be, to the 
Poftfcript, ftde on. 

fVbit, Poflfcript: Let me ha«veywr pity^ but not your 

Wid. Inanfwer to this love epiftle, you pitiful fellow» 
Tc\j fiftcr prefents you with her tindereft wiftes, and af- 
fares you that you have as you defire» her pity, and (he 
generouily throws her contempt too into the bargain, 

Whit, I'm infinitely obliged to her, 

Wid. I rtiuft beg leave in the name of all our family to 
prefent the fame to vou. 

Whit.. J am in ditto to all the family. 

Wid. But as a brache of promife to any of our family 
was never fuffer'd without a brache into fome body's bo- 
dy, I have fix*d upon niyfelF to be your operator ; and I 
believe that you will find that I have as fine a hand at 
this work, and will jE^ivc you as little pain as any in the 
thiee kingdoms, {^its dtnvn and loo/ens her Knee-bands.] 

Whit. For heav'ns fake, Captain, what are you about^ 

Wid. I always loofen my garters for the advantage of 
lunging ; it is for yoxxx fake as well as niy own, for } will 
be twice through your bod^ before you Ihall feelmeonce^ 

[She feems to pradice^ 

Whit. What a bloody fellow it is? 1 wilh Thomas 
wouy come in. • {Afide» 

Wid. Come, Sir, prepare yourfelf, you are not the fir ft, 
by half a fcore, that 1 have run thro' and thro' the hearty 
before they knew what was the matter with them. 

Whit. But, Capiain, fuppofe I will niairy your fifter, 

Wid. I have not the leail objection if you recover of 
your wounds ; Callagon O'Connor lives sz\y happy with 
my great aunt Mis. Deborah O'Nale, in the county of 
Galloway ; except a fmall Aftma he got by my running 
him thro' the lungs, at the Currough ; be would have 
for Taken her, if I had not (lopp'd his pei fidy, by a famous 
family kiptic I have here ; Oho ! my little old boy, but 
you fhall get it. {Dra*ws, 

Whit. What ihall I do I—well, Sir, if I muft--l muft j 
ri! meet you to-morrow morning in Hyde-Park, let the 
confcquence be wh«t it will. 

IVid. For fear you might forget that favour, I mud 
^u; to be indulged with a little pulhing now, I have fet 
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my heart upon it, and two birds in hand, is worth one 
inthebuflies, Mr.Whittol come, Sir, 

fVhit, But I have not fettled my matters. 

fFU. O we'll fettle 'em in a trice I warrant you. 

[puts bimfelfin a pofitioni 

Whit, But T don't underftand the fword j I had rather 
^ght with piftols. "" 

Wid, I am very happy it is in my power to oblige 
you ; there, Sir, take your choice 5 \ will plafe you if 
I can. {offers piftois, 

IVbii. Out of the pan into the fire! there's no putting 
him off; if \ had chofen poifon, I dare fwear he had 
arfenick in his pocket ; lookee, young gentleman, I am 
fln old man, and you'll get no credit by killing me, but 
1 have a Nephew as young as yourfelf,. and you'll get 
more honour in facing him. 

Wid. Ay, and more pleafure too — I expe^ ample 
falisfa^ion from him, after I have done your buiinefs^ 
prepare. Sir. / 

Wbit. What the devil ! won't one ferve your turn ; I 
can't fight ; and I won't fight ; I'll do any thing rather 
than fight j I'll marry your filler ; my Nephew (hall mar- 
ry her, I'll give him all my fortune ; what would the 
fellow have r here Nephew! Thomas! murder! mur- 
der ! . {He flies and Jbe purfuei. 
Enter Bates and Nephew. 

Nepb. What's the matter, Uncle? 

Whit. Murder, that's all; that Ruffian there, would 
kill me, and eat me afterwards. 

Neph. 1 11 find a way to cool him ; come out. Sir, lam 
as mad as yourfclf ; Til match you, I warrant you. 

{Going out ivitb him, 

Wid. I'll follow you all the world over. {Going after 
iim.) 

Wbit. Stay, ftay, Nephew; you fhan't fight, we fhall 
be expos'd all over the town, and you may lofe your life, 
and 1 Ihall be cur ft from morning to night ; do. Nephew, 
make yourfelf and me happy ; be the olive-branch, and 
bring peace into my family ; return to the Widow, I 
will give you my confent, and your fortune, and a for- 
tune for the Widow^, five thoufand pounds! do>perfuade 
him^ Mt. Bates. 
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Bat. Do, Sir, this is a very critical point of /our life ; 
I know 70U love her ; !tis the only method to reftore us 
til to our fenfes. 

Nef'h, I mud calk in private firft, with this hot young 
gentleman. 

fFiJ. As private as you pleafe, Sir. 

ff^hii. Take their weapons away, Mr. Bates, and do 
you follow me to my ftudy to witnefs my propofal j it is 
alt ready^ and only wants ligning ; come along, come 
along. (Extt, 

Bat. Vidloria! vidtoria! give me your fwords and pif- 
tols ; and now do your worft -, you fptrited loving young 
couple 5 1 could leap out of my (kin ! (Exit Bates. 

Tho. {peeping in.) Joy^ joy to you, ye fond char- 
ming pair I the fox is caught, and the young lambs maj 
ikip and play ; I leave you to your tranfports. (Exit. 

Neph. O my charming Widow I what a day have wc 
gone thro* i 

Wid. I would go thro' ten times as much to deceive 
an old amorous rogue like your Uncle, to purchafe a 
young one, like his Nephew. 

I^eph, I liften*d at the door all this laft fcene; mj 
heart was agitated with ten thoufand fears ; fuppofe m/ 
Uncle had been ftout, and drawn his fword. 

Wid, I (hould have run away as he did j when two 
cowards meet, the ftruggle is who /hall run firil j and 
fure I can beat an old man at any thing. 

"Nep, Permit me thus to feal my happinefs, (kijfes her 
hand) and be aflur'd that I am as.fenfible, as I think my* 
felf undeferving of it. 

Wid. ril tell you what, Mr. Whittle, were I not 
fure you deferv'd fome pains, I would not have taken 
any pains for you ; and don't imagine now, becaufe I 
have gone a little too far for the man I love, that I 
ihall go a little too far when Tm your wife; indeed I 
ihan't : J have done more than I ihould before I am your 
wife, becaufe 1 was in defpair ; but I won't do as much 
as I may, when I am your wjfe, iho' every Iriih woman 
is fond of imitaiing her Engliih betters. 

Nt^b, Thou divine adorable woman! 

(kneels and kijfes her hand. 
^ Enter 
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Enter Whittle, aW Bates. {V/h'ittk Jiares. 

BaL Confufion! (afide.') 

Whittle {turning to Bates.) 

Whit, Hef day ! I am afraid his "head is not right jet I 
be was kneeling and kiHing the Captain's hand. 

{AJiJe to Bates. 

Bat. Take no notice, all will come about. 

{j^fiJe to Whittle. 

Wid, I find Mr. Whittol, your family loves kif- 
fing better than fighting ; he fwears I am as like my fitt- 
er, as two pigeons: I could excufc his raptures, for 
I had rather hght the htft friend I haye than ilobber 
and falute hio) a la francoife. 

Enter Sir Patrick O'Neafe. 

Six Pat, I hope, Mr. Whizzel, you'll excufe my 
coming back to give you an anfwer, without having 
any to give. 1 hear a great dale of news about myfelt, 
and came to know if it be true; they fay my fon is in 
London, when he tells nic himfclf by letter here, that 
he's at Limerick ; and I have been with my daughter 
to tell her the news, but /be would not ftay at home ta 
receave it, fo I am come— O gra ma chree my little din 
%uftl crwwi what have we got here? a piece of mum- 
mery ! here is my fon and daughter too, fait ; what are 
you waring the breeches, Pat, to fee how they become 
you when you are Mrs. Weezel. 

Wid. I beg your pardon for that, Sir I I wear ihena 
before marriage, becaufe I think they become a wo- 
man better than after. 

IVbit, What, is not this your fon ? 

Sir Pat. No, but it is my daughter, and that is the 
fame thing. 

IVid, And your niece, Sir, which is ftill better 
than either. 

Whit, Mighty well I and I fuppofe jow have not loft 
your wits, young man! 

NepL I fympathize with you, Sir ; we loft *em toge-* 
ther, and found *em at the fame time. 

JVbit, Here's villainy ! Mr. Bates, give o)e the p^per ; 
not a farthing fball they have 'till the law gives it 'em. 

Bat, We'll cheat the law and give it them now. 

{Gives Nefhew tbefaper, 
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Pfbit. He may take his own, but he fhan't have a fixr 
pence of the five thoafand pounds I promis'd him. 

Bat, Witnefs, good folks, he owns to the promife. 
, Sir Pat, Fait I'fl witnefs dat, or any thing cife in a 
good caufe. 

IFbit. What am I chous'd again f 

Bai, Why ftiould not my friend be chous*d out of a 
little jurtice for the firtl time? Your hard ufage hat 
iharpen*vlyour Nephew's wits, therefore bewaie, don't 
play with edge-tools — you'll only cut /our fingefs. 

Sir Pat. And your trote too, which is all. one, ther«^ 
fore, to make all afy, marry my daughter firll, and then 
quarrel wih her after waids; that will be io the natural 
courfe of things. 

IVbit, Here I Thomas! where arc you? 
Enter Thomas, 

Whit. Here are fine doings! I am dcceiv'd, trick'd, 
and cheated ! 

7bo, I wiHi you joy, Sir, the beft thing could hava 
happen'd to you j aod as a faithful feivaot I have dona 
toy beft to check you. 

JVbit, To check me ! 

^bo. You were galloping full fpeed and downhill toor. 
and if we had not laid hold of the bridle, being a bad 
jockey, you would have hung by the horns in the Qir- 
rup, to the great joy of the whole town. 

Wbit. What, havejw help'd to trick me? 

l^bo. Into happinefs : You have been foolKh a long 
while, turn about and be wife ; he has got the woman 
«nd his eftate, give them your bleffing, which is not 
worth much, and live like a chriftian for the fuiure. 

IVbit. I will if I can ; but I can't look at *em ; I can't 
bear the found of my voice* nor the fight of my face i 
Look ye, I am diftrefs'd, and diftradted! and caa'i 
come too yet ; I will be reconcird if pollible ; but donH 
let me fee or hear from you, if you would have me for- 
get and forgive you — I ihall never lift up my head again ! 

IVid. I hope. Sir Patrick, that my preferring the Ne- 
phew to the uncle will meet with your approbation ; 
tho* we have not fo much money, we (hall have more 
love i one mind and half a purfe, in marriage, are much 
better than two minds and two purfes. I did not come 
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10 Eoglandy nor keep good company, till it was too 
late to get rid of my country prejudices. 

Sir Pat. You are out of my kands, Pat, ib ff you 
won't trouble me with your affliflions, I fhaii (incerelj 
rejoice at your felicity. 

Nepb. It would be a great abatement of my prefent 
joy, could 1 believe that this lady fhould be aflided in 
her happinefs, or be fupported in ber affli^ions by any 
one but her lover and her hu(band. 

Sir Pat, Fine notions are fine tings, but a fine 
«ftate gives every ting but idaas, and them too, if 
you'll appale to thofe who help you to fpend it— what 
fay you, Widow ? 

IVid, By your and their permiffion, I will tell them to 
this good Company ; and for fear my words fhould 
want ideas too, I will add an Iridi tune to 'cm^ that 
may carry off a bad voice, and bad matter. 

A Widow bewitch'd with herpafHon, 
Tho' Iriih, is not quite afliamed, 
To think that file's fo out of fafliion. 
To many and then to be tamed ; 
Tis love, the dear joy. 
That old faftion'd boy, 
Has got in my bread with his quiver,: 
The blind urchin, he, 
Struck the Cujb la fuatv cree^ 
And a hufband fecures me for ever ! 

Ye fair ones I hope will excufe me. 
Though vulgar pray do not aibufe me ; 
I cannot become a fine lady, 
O love has bewitch'd Widow Brady, 

a. Ye critics to murder fo willing. 

Pray fee all our errors with blindnefs j 
For once change your method of killing. 

And kill a fond Widow with kindnefs; 

If you look fo fevere, 

In a fit of defpair. 
Again I will draw forth my fteel, Sirs, 

You know I've the art. 

To be twice through your heart, 
Before I can make you to ftel^ oifs : Brother, 
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Brother foldiers I hope you'll protect me, 
Nor let cruel critics diiled me; 
To favour tnj cauic be but ready. 
And grateful you'll find Widow Brady. 

5. Ye leaders of drefs and the fafliionsy 

Who gallop poft hafte to your ruin. 
Whole tade has d^droy'd all your paillons. 

Pray, what do you think of my wooing ? 
You call irdamn'd low. 
Your heads ahd arms fo, [mimicks tbem,} 
So liQiefay fo loofe, and Co lazy : 
But pray what can you, 
That I cannot do ? 
O fie, my dear craters^ be azy : 

Ye patriots and courtiers fo hearty, 
To fpecch it and vote for your party. 
For once be both condant and fteady. 
And vote to fupport Widow Brady. 

4. To all that I fee here before me. 

The bottom, the top and the middle. 
For mufic we now muft implore you. 

No wedding without pipe and fiddle: 
If all are in tune. 
Pray let it be foon, 
My heart in my bofom is prancing I 
If your hands (hould unite. 
To give us delight, 
O that's the bed piping and dancing ! 

Your plaudits to me are a treafure. 
Your fmiles are a dow'r for a lady j 
O joy to you all in full meafure, 
So wiihes and prays Widow Brady, 
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